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ERICAS PUBUSHEfi'S ADVEBTISEIEST. 



Inasmuch as seyeral editions of these poems have 
already appeared in this country, it seems proper to 
explain the circumstances under which they were 
published. In 1844, Mr. Rufus W, Griswold made a 
collection of such of Praed*s Poems as he could ob- 
tain, which was published by Henry G-. Langley, of 
New York, in a volume of 287 pages. 

In 1852, he edited a second edition of 290 pages, 
published by J. S. Redfield. The chief additions 
were, "The Legend of the Teufel-Haus," the prize 
poems of "Australasia" and "Athens," and four 
Charades, making nine in all In 1857, a third edi- 
tion was issued by Redfield,. pp. 311, adding ten 
Charades, and two political songs. 

In 1860, a new edition in two volumes was edited 
by "W. H. Whitmore, of Boston, and fifty copies were 
printed in quarto form. This edition of 310 pages 
and 304 pages, contained a number of poems from the 
"Etonian," and "Knight's Magazine," as "Gog," 
"The County Ball," "Changing Quarters," Ac, and 
some other poems, of which the most important was 
" The Legend of the Drachenfels." 

The present edition, being the fifth issued in 
America, contains a number of poems furnished to 
the English editor by the relatives and friends of the 



p«:e- Thu pc«ms wroogiy accrSmslaed to Pncd, in 
ibf 5:cLr^ etntion;. con^t of pro d u Lt MBS whid^^p- 
rear^I in. cte "'^ Xew M«:7ixtiUT MafSEmie'' ia %BlO. 
T!ie^ jre to be pgf M ii c4 as Ae w«rk of sme imita- 
:.:r. T^ry ^Djca^tv of a Mr. Trtz^«aM^ who wrote at 

I: 3L1J OK be oB^co^er to steto ^hat. pravioos to 
t':ie ;irpesmiKe of the snEhoctzed Fhgjg^ edftioii, it 
Ljui btrtHi decKkd bj &e presest pofciKsfaer to iasne a 
ibr^ anl eorrecCed cdtcaoa. Cottadeiable progress 
bil beeri lEtade wfaen die fiogfisk edftioii was an- 
noan.-:^: aod this coQecGon. an exact reprint of Dr. 
Colcrlig^e's new Fhgfish editna. is cffond to the 
pub Jc. as that hj wcidi the ftmitf of the poet expect 
hLs fikme will be preserred. 

Ii is uzmeoessarr to dwdl upon the merits of the 
pocins here presented. Not onlj has the American 
public called for diese successiTe editions, bat it is 
in some degree owing to this trans-Atlantic appreci- 
ation that Praed's name has been kept before the 
literaiy public at home. Such of his friends and 
admirers as hare seen these collections have been 
urgent in their demand for an authorized edition ; and 
it is most pleasant to find the task has been placed 
in the hands of one so competent as the Eev. Der- 
weut Coleridge. 

Nkw Yobk, Kovemher 1, 1S64. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The Poems of Winthrop Mackworth Praed 
were prepared for publication after his decease by 
his widow, and were to have been carried through 
the press, at her request, by the Rev. Derwenl Cole- 
ridge, to whom the publication of an introductory 
Memoir was also intrusted. By her death the prose- 
cution of this undertaking has devolved upon her 
daughters, under whose direction the present col- 
lected edition is now, in accordance with their 
lamented mother's design, presented to the public. 

Their acknowledgments are gratefully offered to 
the many kind friends by whose contributions and 
suggestions the work has from time to time been 
assisted. 

To Lady Young, the author's sister, the collection 
is indebted for many interesting pieces in her pos- 
session. These are chiefly of early date, and are now 
published for the first time. She has added to the 
obligation by placing in the hands of the compiler of 
the Memoir a number of Mr. Praed's letters, and has 
materially contributed, by her recollections of his 
early life, to the interest and accuracy of the record. 

The Rev. John Moultrie, the Rev. B. H. Kennedy, 
D.D., the Rev. C. H. Hartshorne, Charles Knight, 
Esq., with other of Mr. Praed's valued friends, have 
also fumislied important aid ; • and with those must 
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be named the late Rev. E. C. Hawtrey, D. D., the late 
Robert Hildyard, Esq., Q. C, and the late Alaric 
Watts, Esq. 

More recently, the editor of the last American 
edition of Mr.Praed's Poems has shown the interest 
which he continues to take in the subject — an in- 
terest largely shared by a numerous body, of his 
countrymen — ^by his kind and valuable communi- 
cations. 

It only remains to add that, in bringing out these 
Poems, the Rev. Derwent Coleridge has had the as- 
sistance and co-operation of Sir George Young, Bart., 
the author^s nephew, who has carefully verified the 
text of the Poems, collating them with the author's 
manuscript copies, from which many Important cor- 
rections, and several large additions, have been de- 
rived, and to whom is due the arrangement adopted 
in the present edition. 



MEMOIE. 



The literary productions of Winthbop Magitworth 
Pbabo, though given to the world many years ago, 
in publications more or less of an ephemeral charac- 
ter, continue to excite considerable interest. Of the 
Poems, three separate collections have appeared in 
America, neither of them complete or accurate, yet 
reflecting credit on the taste and enterprise of our 
trans- Atlantic brethren. In this country, an authorized 
edition has for some time been announced, not before 
it had been long expected and desired. The delay 
has been occasioned by no want of zeal on the part 
of those more immediately concerned iu the under- 
taking, who may rather be charged with too anxious 
a sense of duty, than with any indifference of feelinjj. 
Though well aware that there is a tide in the affairs 
of books, no less than of men, and that a debt is due 
to the generation which is passing away for which 
the next can give no acquittance, they have been 
willing to forego the advantage of a timely appear- 
ance, and even to be held defaijlters in a matter of 
admitted obligation, rather than bring out what 
seemed to them an imperfect work, or do less than 
justice to him whose memory as a man, no less than 
an author, it is intended to preserve. 

The life of an individual may be wr\Ue\i tot 
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« 
permanent expression of wit and grace, of refined 
and tender feeling, of inventiye fancj and acute ob- 
servation, unique in character, and his own by an 
undisputed title. Some brief record, if not cf the 
rising orator and politician, yet of the accomplished 
poet and sparkling essayist, may surely accompany 
his writings, and join in whatever welcome they 
may receive. Such at least may be taken as the 
pretext and occasion of the following biography : but 
it need not be concealed that the work has been 
undertaken from feelings of a more personal nature, 
and with somewhat of a higher aim. So marked and 
individual a character, so full both in its moral and 
intellectual endowments, so fine in modificatioD, so 
peculiar in the interchange and play of light and 
shade, if happily depicted, might, it was thought, be 
studied with pleasure and advantage on its own ac- 
count ' And if this language be criticised as the 
heightened utterance of partial friendship, it will yet 
be repeated by many voices. To his contemporaries, 
to all by whom he was intimately known, to very 
many who knew him midnly by report, and who 
perhaps cherish the remembrance of a casual meet- 
ing, the name of Wintheop Pbakd is still as the 
sound of music. The depths of his nature were 
indeed opened but to few ; not often or willingly to 
them: but he had a special faculty and privilege, 
better than any craft of will, by which he attracted 
even when he seemed to repel, — and was more than 
popular even when in his younger and gayer days he 
appeared to court animadversion, and defy dislike. 
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WiKTHBOP IUgewobxh Fbaxd, the BDl^{6ol of the 
present Memoir, was the third and yoongeet ion of 
William MadkworA Fraed, Seigeant-at-law, and for 
many yearn chairman of the Audit Board. He was 
bom in London, in the hooae then oooapied hj hia 
father, 35 John Street^ Bedford Bov, on the S6th of 
July, 1802. Bitton House, at Teignmonth, in the 
county- of Devon, hia fotiier's ooun^ seat^ ia how- 
ever to be regarded aa his paternal heme. He waa 
called Winthrop fhnn the maiden name of hia 
mother, a branch of whose fondly emigrated to 
America, and rose to eminenoe in the time of Charles 
the First; and Kackworth from his fother, whose 
family originally bore that name^ but had taken the 
name of Praed some generationa eariier. His oon- 
stitution was delicate, and when about six years of 
age he passed through a severe illness, which 
threatened his life. On this occasion a copy of verses 
was written in his name by his father, a man of 
highly-cultivated mind, by whom the poetic faculty 
which early developed itself in his youngest son was 
carefully fostered and directed. As these verses, in 
addition to their intrinsic merit, have a biographical 
interest, thoy are here preserved : — 

AUGUST, isoa 

LITTLE WINTHBOP'S MEDITATION ON HIS EECOVEEY FBOX ▲ 
DANGEBOUB ILLKE88. 

To Thee, Almighty Gk)d ! who from the bed 

Of sickness hast vonchsafed to raise me np 

To health and strength renewed, with grateful heart 

I offer up my praises and UtaoksgiTlngs, 
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And I b«seech Thee that my life presorred 
May through Thy grace be constantly employed 
In goodly works, and keeping Thy commandments I 

You next, my dearest mother, I approach 
With thankftilneM and Joy I Yon gave me birth. 
Yon fostered me in in&ncy, and tanght 
My dawning mind to seek our heavenly Father, 
To trost in Him, to love and to adore Uim. 
Yon through my lingering illness wakeftil sat, 
The tedious nights beside me, while your voice, 
Sweeter than Zephyr''s breath, soothed my complaints. 
Assuaged my pains, and lulled me to repose. 
Whatever of medicine passed my feverish lips, 
What little food my stomach would admit, 
Your hand administered. Oh I if at times 
I answered crossly, or in froward mood 
Seemed to reject the help you fondly tendered. 
Impute to the disorder all the blame. 
And do not think your darling was ungrateftiL 
Not for the riches of tlie East, the power 
Of mightiest emperors, nor all the fitme 
Conquest bestows on warriors most renowned, 
Would I offend you — kindest, best of mothers I 
May all your days be blest with many comforts. 
The last of them &r distant! and the close. 
When it shall come, be smoothed by resignation, 
And welcomed by the hope of bliss eternal I 

That the child should have been made thus early 
to express the tender and solemn thoughts and 
feelings here imputed to him in the language of 
poetry, may perhaps have been no more than a 
striking coincideDce ; but there can be no doubt that 
his poetic faculty, in whatever degree it may have 
been inherited, was recognized at a very early period, 
and that it was developed under very favowiaXiXa 
Vol. L— ^ 
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influenoes. His home education was, indeed, of tho 
best kind in all lespects. Ample evidenoe of this is 
afforded by his letters written (torn school at a very 
early age, and which not merely record an amoont 
of attainment considerably beyond his years, but 
which exhibit a deamess and accuracy, both of 
thought and language, not less remarkable, and of 
far surer promise. The same remark applies with 
still greater fordo to his early verses. Indications of 
wit and tmcjf afterwards so oonspiouous in his 
writings, are not wanting; but the qualities by which 
they are most favourably distinguished are distinct- 
ness of thought and accuracy <^ expressicHL The 
metrical construction is always perfect; and if 
these fundamental ezoellenoes be due in the first 
instance to the character of his own mind, tiiere can 
be no doubt that they were brought out and strength- 
ened by his fiither's strict and judicious criticism, 
lie never spared the pruning^kniib, preferring that 
the literary exercises of a boy should be stiff and 
formal, rather than loose and careless. He required 
plain sense plainly spoken, and would tolerate no 
extravagances. But to return. 

Tho prayer whidf the child was made to utter in 
his father^s verses, '* that the last of his mother's 
days might be far distant," was not granted. She 
died about a year afterwards, too soon for the loss to 
be severely felt by the younger children. It can, 
however, scarcely be doubted that the remembrance 
of his own loss was present to the mmd of the 
poet, and acted as a stimulus to his imaginatioa 
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on more than one occasion. The readers of '* The 
Troubadour*' will remember, in this connectioD, the 
beautiful passage^ 

"My mother's grave, my mother's grave,'' Ac (See p. 115.) 

Her place was, indeed, well supplied by the care 
of an elder sister, under whose superintendence 
his education was carried on at home till he 
had completed his eighth year, when he was 
sent, in 1810, to Langley Broom School, near 
Colnbrook, where he remained under the care of 
Mr. Atkins, the gentleman bj whom it was then 
conducted, about four years. Such a boy could 
hardly fail to engage the particular attention of his 
master; and it appears that he made considerable 
progress under the teaching which he there received, 
however much may be ascribed to his own talent 
and the careful preparation which he had received at 
home. His vacations, moreover, were put to full 
account, not only in the way of rest and recreation, 
but of mental culture. His physical powers were 
not strong, and he was thus led to prefer the 
amusement and quiet employments of which he 
could partake in-doors to more vigorous and active 
Fports. He delighted in reading of a more profit- 
able kind than is common with young people, 
Plutarch*s Lives being one of his chief favourites : 
Shakspeare he would read aloud to his sisters. 
Young as he was, he already took much pleasure 
in chess, of which he continued fond during the 
whole of his life, and soon became a very ^oc^^ 
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player. He also amused himself with the composi- 
tion of short dramaS) too unripe, as may well bo 
supposed, for publication, but in which he already 
displayed that talent for drollery which he after- 
wards exhibited in so elegant and refined a form. 

From Langley Broom School he was sent to Eton, 
where his father had been educated, and where he had 
been preceded by his eldest brother, "William Mack- 
worth. This important event took place on the 28th of 
March, 1814, before he had completed his twelfth year. 

Of the feelings with which he found himself 
denizened among the inhabitants of this new world 
— new and strange to him, and he for a while, it 
would appear, strange to them — we have no distinct 
record. His countenance at this time, as remem- 
bered by one of his surviving schoolfellows, was 
grave, his complexion pale, and his person slight. 
His appearance and manners, eventually so attrac- 
tive, were already marked and peculiar. A studious 
and retiring boy, of delicate bodily frame, he was 
neither inclined, nor from want of physical power 
enabled, to enter warmly or vigorously into active 
sports. His intellectual superiority was, however, 
speedily recognized, and received the fullest and 
most appropriate encouragement. 

He was placed under the charge of the late Rev. 
J. F. riuinptre, then one of the Assistant Masters, 
afterwards one of the Fellows, of Eton College, to 
wliose personal kindness and careful tuition he was 
under deep obligation. His first debt of gratitude 
was, however, due to his elder brother, who for some 
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time directed his studies with a care and ability 
of which he was duly sensible. His progress was 
rapid, and in little more than a year he was " sent 
up for good," as it is termed, for a copy of Latin 
lyrics, the first of a series of similar distinctions, 
numerous beyond all previous example. 

Meanwhile his poetic faculty was exercised not 
alone in the usual routine of school exercises, 
distinguished in his case by a sparkling vein of 
thought more than conmionly original and charac- 
teristic. Poetry, in his mother-tongue, was his 
recreation. His ready pen sported with equal ease 
whether in verse or prose composition. 

It has been said that his poetic &culty was care- 
fully watched and cultivated at home: the same 
advantage attended him at school. His tutor, Mr. 
Plumptre, made it a practice to train such of Iiis 
pupils, as showed any talent in that direction, in 
the composition of English verse, offering prizes for 
voluntary competition on given subjects. Five or 
six poems, some of considerable length, attest the 
ardour with which Praed entered into these contests. 
Together with the present Lord Carlisle, he carried 
off most of the honours ; and, besides the encourage- 
ment thus given, his style, in all probability, ac- 
quired much of its classical elegance and remarkable 
facility, as well from the practice thus afforded, as 
by the judicious criticism to which his pieces were 
subjected. Some of these exercises, with other early 
" buds of promise,'* dating from the fourteenth year 
of his age, have been printed in the following colko 
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tion. However immature, they will, it is believed, 
be read with pleasure, if only as throwing light 
upon the formation of the author's mind. 

It was not long before his productions were to 
be submitted to a wider public. In the year 1819 
there appeared in print a selection from the pages 
of two school periodicals, ^' The College Magazine," 
and "Horae Otios®,"* which had previously been 
circulated in manuscript, and had obtained considera- 
ble celebrity among the Etonians of that day, but to 
which Praed, being somewhat junior to the princi- 
pal writers, had contributed nothing. Some time 
after the discontinuance of these miscellanies in the 
year 1820, Praed set on foot the " Apis Matina," a 
manuscript journal, conducted with at least equal 
ability, of which one copy only is known to have 
been preserved entire, but in which several pieces, 
afterwards printed in the "Etonian," originally 
appeared. It was in copying out the pages of the 
" Apis Matina"f for circulation that Praed acquired 

* The writerB in the " College Magazine" and " HorsB 
Otiosaj" were Howard, now Lord Carlisle, H. N. Coleridge, W. 
Sidney Walker, Moultrie, Curzon, Necch, Trower, and C. H. 
Townshend, all of whom, except Howard, afterwards oon- 
ti-ibuted to the "Etonian."" 

t The "Apis Matina" consisted of six numbers, written in 
the months of April, May, June, and July, 1820. The princi- 
pal contributors, after Praed, who wrote about half of it, were 
Trower (now Bishop of Gibraltar) and F. Curzon. The latter 
left Eton at Election, 1820. The following pieces, afterwards 
printed in the " Etonian," first appeared in the " Apis Matina," 
The lines "To Julio," "To Julia,** "To Florence," "Laura," 
and "Tho Invocation to the Deities," by Praed. "Th« 
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bis peculiar handwriting, of which Mr. Charles 
Knight, in his " Autobiography of a Working-Man," 
obsenres, " It was the most perfect calligraphy I 
ever beheld. No printer could mistake a word or a 
letter. It was not what is called a running hand, yet 
was written with rapidity, as I have witnessed-" 
Though in the strictest sense a voluntary enterprise 
on the part of the boys, yet their performances 
were not regarded without interest by the masters. 
The Rev. B. C. Hawtrey — then an Assistant — after- 
wards Head Master, and eventually Provost of Eton 
— ^to whom Praed was indebted for many personal 
attentions, the more gratifying as he had no special 
connection with him in the school, addressed a letter 
of advice to him on the occasion of this his first 
effort at editorship, which was inserted in the second 
number. This pleasant relation continued during 
the whole of his school life, and ripened into a 
lasting friendship.* 

The "Apis Matina" was immediately succeeded by 
the *' Etonian." It is upon his contributions to the 
latter periodical that the brilliancy of Praed's early 
reputation was founded, and by which it is still main- 

Temple of Diana at Ephesus,^^ and ^'The Lapland Sacrifice,'* 
bj Curxon. " EiUth," " Genius,'* by Trower. The rest of 
Praed's poetical pieces, and nearly all his prose, were of a 
•atirical cast, very aninsing, but not suited for republication. 

♦ It was at Dr. Hnwtrey's request that the i)aper in the 
•* Etonian." vol. ii. p. 74, on the death of a schoolfellow, was 
written. He had himself written some elegant Latin lines on 
the same subject, which were translated by Praed. See vou 
ILp. 2«?. 
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tained. The first number of this work was printed 
and published in October, 1 820, from which time it 
continued to appear monthly till July, 1821, when, 
upon Praed's leaving Eton, it was brought to a 
dose. 

Of this publication Praed, together with his friend 
"Walter Blunt, was the projector and editor, and there 
can be no doubt that it was he whose genius im- 
pressed upon it its distinctive character, and chiefly 
contributed to obtain for it the reputation which it 
still retains above all other juvenile periodicals. It 
has been questioned in what sense this term is to be 
understood, and whether this miscellany is to be at- 
tributed in main part to the School or to the Univer- 
sity. Certainly in main part to the School. The 
publication was indeed arranged in concert with a 
few undergraduates who had recently left Eton, 
young men already of high mark, whose contributions 
were of distinguished excellence.* These, however. 



* Among the contributors appear the names of Heniy Nelson 
Coleridge, William Sidney Walker, John Moultrie, and John 
Louis Petit, to which that oi Channcey Hare Townshend, omit- 
ted in the printed list (" Etonian," vol. ii. p. 483), and who 
wrote the sonnet to " Ada," which is there attributed to Praed, 
ought to have been added ; all of whom have become known 
in the world of letters. The only name in the list supplied by 
Oxford, is that of Henry Neech. Of the youthftil aspirants thus 
early associated with Praed in the career of literary enterprise, 
the two flrst-named belong with him to the past. The Hon. 
William Ashley, Edmund Beales, William Chrichton, the Hon. 
Francis Curzon, Richard Durnford, William Henry Ord, Thomas 
Powys Outram, and Walter Trower, who, with others, coutribu- 
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in the aggregate, hardly exceeded one-fourth part of 
each number. The remainder was the work of actual 
schoolboys, by far the largest portion being due to 
Praed himself. His was the guiding spirit, and as 
his productions exceeded those of his associates, 
whether in the School or at the University, in quan- 
tity, so they ranked among the very best in quality. 

The work is agreeably characterized by the buoy- 
ancy of youthful spirits, the grave portions being 
upon the whole of considerably less value than the 
gay. The writers, while they give themselves out 
as boys, appear throughout under feigned names, 
the whole being wrought up into a sort of drama. 
The leading articles, in which the plot or action, if it 
may be so called, is carried on, bore tlie title of the 
King of Clubs. These, with the exception of a few 
pages here and there, in which the principal dramatis 
personse are severally introduced, were uniformly 
written by Praed, sometimes in prose, sometimes in 
verse, which presented no obstacle to the rapid flow 
of his thoughts. It has indeed been said that his 
talent exhibited itself to most advantage in the latter 
form ; and perhaps his early prose compositions have 
been unduly depreciated by the comparison. That 
they should not possess the same permanent interest 
as his poems, is no more than was to be expected. 
Many of his prose articles, more particularly his "lead- 
ted to the "Etonian,^ were still at school. Among the anony- 
moas contributors were B. Streatfleld, and J. A. Klnglake— 

" Dear to po«try, 
Aod dearer to hit friend*."— Sur/| Halk 




Si jmmm. 



erSj" are or an <x?cnstonal character, and the faehioQ 
cf this kind of writing passes away; but tliere is little 
or no inferiority in point of power. He displays tbo 
same facility of expression, th^ same lively obaerva* 
tion, and very niuch of the same wit and fane/i 
whether he writes in prose or verse. 

The posaeaaorg of the ** Etonian" are refepped t# 
the artides "Old Boots," ^' Rerainiscenoes of my 
Touth/' "Tea ani Xo,'' "Lovers' Vows,** "The 
Knight and the Knave ^^^ "On the Poem a of Ho- 
mer," — compositions as various in style and Pnbjoet, 
as tbcy are Uni^K^d in eiecntion^ and surely display* 
in g far more of the spirit and vigour, than of the im- 
maturity of youth, 

Tlic work wm brought out by Mr. Charles Knight^ 
the wcH-known publiaher, Mm self distinguished by 
those literary talents and accomplishments which he 
has subsequently turned to such valuable account. Aa 
the teatiraony of a contemporary, personally engagied 
in the transactions recorded, no apology is needed for 
here introducing tho following e.vtract from his very 
int^>resting " Antobiojjraphy or a Working-Mnn/' to 
which a Tefcronet? h^s already been made. After 
Fpeaking of the raanifeat delight taken by Mr. Blunt, 
in doing what he calls the '* editorial drudgery, * ha 
proceeds to aay : ** Mr, Praed eame to tho prLnting- 
office less frequently. But diirmg the ten moalhs of 
the life of this MisccUnny^which hifl own produo- 
lionti were chiefly inatru mental in raising to an emt- 
nenco never liefore attained by schoolboy geniua 
similarly exerted— I was more and more astonished 
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by the unbounded fertility of his mind and the readi- 
ness of his resources. He wrote under the signature 
of 'Peregrine Courtenay,* the President of * The King 
of Clubs,' by whose members the magazine was as- 
sumed to be conducted. The character of Peregrine 
Courtenay, given in * An Account of the Proceedings 
which led to the Publication of the " Etonian," ' fur- 
nishes no satisfactory idea of the youthful Winthrop 
Mack worth Praed, when he is described as one 'pos- 
sessed of sound good sense, rather than of brilliance 
of genius.' His 'general acquirements and universal 
information' are fitly recorded, as well as his acquaint- 
ance with ' the world at large.' But the kindness 
that lurks under sarcasm; the wisdom that wears the 
mask of fun ; the half-melancholy that is veiled by 
levity; — ^these qualities very soon struck me as far 
out of the ordinary indications of precocious talent. 

" It is not easy to separate my recollections of the 
Praed of Eton from those of the Praed of Cambridgo. 
The Etonian of 1820 was natural and unaffected in 
his ordinary talk; neither shy nor presuming; proud, 
without a tinge of vanity ; somewhat reserved, but 
ever courteous ; giving few indications of the suscep- 
tibility of the poet, but ample evidence of the laugh- 
ing satirist; a pale, slight youth, who had looked upon 
the aspects of society with the keen perception of a 
clever manhood ; one who had, moreover, seen in hu- 
man life something more than follies to be ridiculed by 
tlie gay jest or scouted by the sarcastic sneer. I had 
mimy opportunities of studying his complex charac- 
ter. His writings then, especially his poema^ occor 
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Tbottgh from the delicacy of his constitution he took 
no part in the leading athletic exercises by which 
Eton has always been distinguished, yet in the va- 
riety of the game of fives, then peculiar to that 
school, an exercise in which the dexterity and grace 
of the player are exhibited to much advantage, he 
was unrivalled. He afterwards became an excellent 
tennis-player. He was also fond of whist, and played 
very well. It was not till the last year of his Eton 
life that he entered the Debating Society, of which he 
at once became a distinguished member. 

One other circumstance remains to be recorded of 
which he was justly proud, and for which, to employ 
the language of the valued friend by whom the 
information has been communicated, " the thanks of 
Etonians are no less due than for the brilliant legacy 
of * The Etonian* itself." By his efforts, with some 
assistance from the masters and other friends, the 
"Boys* Library" was founded at Et6n. This, the 
first institution of the kind, was established in an 
upper room at the college bookseller's, as a society to 
which a few of the senior boys might belong, and to 
wliich they might present an occasional volume on 
leaving or on revisiting Eton, to testify their sympa- 
thy with the studies of their successors. Under Dr. 
Hawtrey's superintendence, and aided by his magnifi- 
cent liberality, it became what it is, the sanctuary of 
learning, and the refuge of quiet to many a boy for 
whom a public school would else afibrd small oppor- 
tunity of satisfying a desire for knowledge, beyond 
the mere routine of school-work. If Eton has no 
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longer to lament the kjurj done wHhin her 'vralls to 
the organization of a SheUey, or a Sidney Walker^ 
she owes it in a great meaeore to the public libfaiy 
which was founded Ysy Praed.* 

The summer of 1821 terminated PrMd's brilliant 
career at Eton, and in the October of the same year 
he commenced hia residence as an undergradnate at 
Trinity College, Gamfaridge. Since the days of Oan- 
ning, no Etonian bad brought with him so lu£^ a 
reputation, and large expectations were fonned with 
respect to his academical career. It was indeed soon. 
apparent that neither his time/oor his -talents would 
be devoted exdusiyely, or eyen mainly, to the 
pursuit of nmyersity distinction. His disposition 
was eminently sodal, his company gladly wtloomed 
wherever he was pleased to bestow it^ whether by 
his immediate contemporaries ot by men of higher 
standing. In a word, his habits wore Ivy no meana 
those of a severe or regular student, while, as wo 
shall see presently, it was not long before he found 
himself literary employment foreign to his academi- 
cal pursuits, and sufficient of itself to occupy almost 
any pen but his own. For scientific studies he had 
no peculiar liking or aptitude, though he acquired 

* At the back of one of the stalls in Bton (College Chapel, 
erected by Mr. W. Maokworth Praed, as a fitting tribute to the 
memory of his brother In that place, is the following inscrip- 
tion, from the pen of Dr. Hawtrey : — 

*' Winthropo Mack worth Praed olim Coll. S8. Tif^ apad Can- 
tabrigiam socio Uteris humanioribns senatorUs nameribas et 
BibliothecsB in pneronira Etonensiam frngem indioat» laade 
felicissimd omato pcsnit firater roaximus nato.^ 
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without difficulty the modicum of mathematical 
knowledge which was then required from the candi- 
date for classical honours. 

His scholarship was pre-eminently of the Etonian 
cast, as it was commonly exhibited at that day — 
elegant, refined, and tasteful, characterized by an 
unconscious, and, as it were, living sympathy with 
the graces and proprieties of diction, rather than by 
a minute analysis of its laws, or careful collation of 
its facts. It must be understood, however, that this 
is spoken comparatively. Though his scholarship 
was distinguished for its grace and finish rather than 
by its depth, it was far indeed from superficial, and 
his mastery over the resources of the classical tongues, 
as displayed in his composition, was in particular 
most remarkable. The following critical remarks, 
for which the compiler of this Memoir is indebted to 
a friend, are so much to the point, that they are 
given in his own words: "The character of Praed's 
Latin and Greek verse is peculiar. It is the exact 
translation for the most part of the same stylo and 
diction which he wielded with hardly greater ease in 
his native language. The same sparkling antithesis, 
the same minute elaboration of fancy, whether 
employed in depicting natural or mental objects, and 
the same ever-present under-current of melancholy 
are found in both. Of a certain kind of Greek, 
adapted to the curious production called at Cam- 
bridge a Sapphic Ode, and of a certain degree of 
Jjatin scholarship, competent to express all the id^s 
necessary to his vorse, but not to sound the depths 
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or exhaust the capacities of the language, he was 
master. His epigrams are perhaps the most scholar- 
like of his productions in classic verse ; but it may 
be said of them all, what cannot be said of many- 
such exercises, that thejr were Greek and Latin 
poetry."* 

There can be no doubt, indeed, that he might have 
attained still higher distinction as a scholar by a 
course of systematic study, for he showed in after- 
' life both the power of thorough investigation and a 
sense of its value; but the bent of his genius, and 
perhaps the state of his bodily health, mclined him 
to more discursive occupation. As it was, though ho 
failed as a competitor for the University Scholar- 
ship,! the long and shining list of his academic 
honours bore full testimony not merely to his extraor- 
dinary talent, but to the high character of his scho- 
lastic attainments. 

In 1822 he gained Sir "William Browne's medal for 
the Greek Ode, and for the Epigrams;, in 1823 the 
same medal a second time for the Greek Ode, with 
tlie first prizes for English and Latin declamation in 
liis College. In 1824 Sir William Browne's medal a 
second time for Epigrams. In 1823 and 1824 he 
also gained the Chancellor's medal for English verso, 

• Spocimonsof these remarkable compositions will be found 
in vol. 11. of this collection. 

t He bad bepn second in the examination for the Pitt 
J^cUolarship, beating all competitors of his own standing, and 
sat ajraln the following year for the Battle Scholarship, when 
it api)oars that three votes out of seven were recorded in his 
favour. 
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" Australasia" being the subject in the former year, 
and " Athene** in the latter. In the classical tripos 
his name appeared third in the list, a high position, 
yet scarcely adding to the reputation which he 
already enjoyed. In 1827 he was successful in the 
examination for a Trinity Fellowship, and in 1830 he 
completed his Uniyersity triimiphs by gaining the 
Seatonian prizes. 

Prize poems, eyen when written by true poets, are 
for the most part of ephemeral interest, and do scant 
justice to the genius of their authors. It is one thing 
to perform a set task with skill, another to obey 
a spontaneous impulse, and giye expression to 
"thoughts that yoluntary moye harmonious num- 
bers." These exercises are properly intended as 
tests and encouragements of academic scholarship 
and literary culture — taste, judgment, and the art of ' 
composition, with an especial reference to established 
models — rather than as opportunities for the display 
of original power. In Praed's case, however, these 
poems rise so far aboye the ordinary leyel, and dis- 
play such clear eyidence of poetic faculty, in him 
always equal to the occasion, eyen when exercised 
at a disadvantage, that they have been deemed 
worthy of preservation, and will be found in the 
second volume of this collection. 

Such a career might well be supposed to have 
demanded all the time and strength that could be 
g^ven to serious effort, and doubtless it bore evi- 
dence to very unusual energy, and very strenuous 
exertion. It was not, however, in the seuate- 



80 MEMonu 

house, or the adiooiflt nor in the rigid oonrM i£ 
intellectual disdpUne pieacribed to the candidate Ibr 
academio diatinotikm, that Fraed was niainly oooopied, 
or that hia powen were chiefly or perhape moat 
advantageooalj, exerdfled. Without nndervaloiQg^ 
or profeasiiig l^maelf iniUfforent to UnlTeisUy 
honoursy or to CotHege preferment and emolnmentai 
hy far the kiger portion of hia time was derotod 
to the ezeroiae and improrement of hia oratotioal 
powers, to the cultivation of hia literarj talent8,.and 
to the eijoTment of social interoourao, itaelf a meana 
of culture of prime necessity aa a preparation Ibr 
the more active walks of life, and, in the preaent 
instance, fkr more than commonly stimnlating and 
instructive. To the circle in which he mofed he- 
longed many who became subsequjently among the 
most distinguished men of their time, and who wen 
certainly not less remarkable in the apriag and 
promise of their powers, than in the maturity and 
fulfilment of after-life. The discnssicma whidi 
occurred at the frequent meetings of these fKenda 
— noctes ccBuoBque deum — were conducted with a 
force of argument, a readiness of illustration, and a 
command of language, on the part of more than 
one of the disputants, which the compiler of this 
Memoir has seldom heard equalled, surpaased per- 
haps never, except among the worthiea of an 
earlier generation. It may readily be supposed that 
the war of words was not exclusively/ aroused by 
matters of taste or literary judgment; the graver 
questions of social, political, and mental philosophy 
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were debated with at least equal interest, and with 
scarcely less ability. If the scale and purpose of 
this Memoir admitted of any discursion, it might not 
be without interest, or out of place, to speak more 
in detaQ of the life with which Praed was then asso- 
ciated, and which cannot have been without influence 
on the formation of his mind and character. Suffice 
it to say, that in these delightful meetings Praed 
ever held a foremost place, his social qualities, 
now fully called out, not merely procuring him a 
welcome, but enabling him to take a lead on every 
festive occasion. It was not, however, his habit 
to commit himself decidedly and seriously to one or 
the other side in the matters of debate — if, indeed, 
he had made up his own mind, and were not waiting 
for further and more mature reflection. Even to 
his most intimate friends he did not readily disclose 
his deeper thoughts and feelings. If an attempt 
were made to involve him in argument, or to 
extort from him an expression of opinion, it was 
promptly parried by a playful witticism, or retorted 
with good-humoured satire.* , 

♦ "Ho then a yonth 
Fresh Arom Etonian discipline, well skilled 
III all her classic craft, and therewithal 
Known, ore his sun in Granta^s sky arose, 
In many a boyish feat, unlike a boy's, 
Of 8i>arkling prose and verse,— he graced onr board 
With that rich vein of fine and subtle wit- 
That tone of reckless levity— that keen 
And polished sarcasm— armed with which be waged 
A war of dexterous sword-play, wherein few 
Kocountcred, none overcame him.V 
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ItisprolMbfeflistteAil: 
others thai i 
within, and ttA < 
has to ha i 
hryoungi 

in a aenaa af fi a nJ c iHj and iKwHiifafirfaii, whioh 
under Tarioaa ftnaa appaara in their flut cflbrti^ 
andmodifiea»tiiairhdianrioiir Ibr avhOoi In Pkaad, 
if the inteipretatifltt hwa dfeiad ha ootiaot^ thia 
showed ftMOf In a habit of hanter, hj wfaidi he kapfc 
serious words at h^, and aaamad to drive awiy aH 
serious thoofl^ta. This hnmonr, which he kng oqb- 
tlnued to affoc^ botti m faia co a f O fa a tton and hi hSa 
writings, kd to aoBoe ausappmhsBaioii aa to hia laal 
character. It waa In leafitf hoth eamaat and tendBr 
in a remarkable degree. Thia became mere appareat 
as he adranoed in life; jet hia Tain of ^ortiTeironj 
remained nnezhansted to the laat^ and tiie impfeeaiflii 
produced npon his oontemponffiee l^ hia wU^ hia 
gayety, and his social talentSi is ineffikoeaUe. ' 

The ahoTe remarka are not offered merelj In illaa- 
tration of character, as suggested hj that dierislied 
remembrance, preserved by living memorj, but of 
which a faint outline is all that can be transferred to 
these pages. Thoj have a bearing upon the oourse 
of Praed*s subsequent conduct as it became known 
to the world. Too much importance is oommonlj at- 
tached to the expressed opinions, and more particu« 
larly to the political opinions, of very young men. 
Thus they have to bear the reproach of inconsistency 
if, as may well happen, they afterwards see occasion 
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to change their views. In the case of Praed, this 
spirit of retrospectiye criticism was exercised with 
more than ordinary severity, yet with less than or- 
dinary justice. His early opinions were for the most 
part undecided, and merely tentative; eventually 
they ripened into settled convictions, from which he 
never swerved. Although it is not the object of this 
Memoir to enter with any particularity upon the de- 
tails of Praed's public life, it must yet be mentioned 
that during the years which he passed at the 
University, he was in active training for the pro- 
fessional and, as it turned out, the political career on 
which he was about to enter, and to which his most 
serious efforts were directed. The Union Debating 
Society, of which, soon after his matriculation, Praed 
became a member, and in which he took a leading 
part, was then in its most high and pahny state. It 
was here that Mr. (afterwards Lord) Macaulay first 
became known as an orator, many of his speeches in 
this mimic arena being little inferior in rhetorical 
skill or in force of argument to his most splendid 
achievements in Parliament. Scarcely less remark- 
able, in a different style, was the clear and command- 
ing eloquence of Mr. Charles Austin, then equipping 
himself for the very high position which he after- 
wards obtained as an advocate and parliamentary 
lawyer. After these, amid a large number of 
promising speakers destined to attain celebrity either 
at the bar or in the senate, there was no third 
name that could be put in competition with that 
of Praed. Ills style of speaking was indeed wholly 
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different from that of the distingruished orators 
above mentioned. He rather shunned than sought to 
carry away his hearers by rhetorical display. It 
was his ambition to make himself an accomplished 
debater, to excel in reply, for which his rapid appre- 
hension, ready wit, and racy diction, gave him 
singular advantages. It has been said that he was not 
an '' impassioned orator." Perhaps not He did not 
care to affect an earnestness which he did not feeL 
lie carried with him into the heat of debate the 
sparkling gayety, and light, careless manner, by which 
he was generally distinguished. In after-life, when 
he had made up his mind to the part which he was 
to take, and was contending for what he believed to 
be the truth, his oratory was not merely serious, but 
on all suitable occasions fervid. His temperament 
was indeed warm and excitable, and when his pas- 
sions were really roused, as at a contested election, h© 
spoke with remarkable force and vehemence. 

It may be worthy of a passing notice, that in the 
debates of the Union Society both Macaulay and 
Praod commonly appeared as the advocates of 
opinions more or less opposed to those of the political 
party with which they wore associated in after-life. 
Then as afterwards they stood face to face as oppo- 
nents, but each on the other side. We are not, how- 
ever, to conclude that either the one or the other 
made, or would have cared to make, a serious pro- 
fession of political principles. They were engaged in 
sportive conflict, following the bent of their minds at 
the time, but without the sense of public responsi- 
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baity, or any direct object beyond the exercise of 
their oratorical powers. 

We now return to the topic with which we are 
more immediately concerned, and to which, as it has 
fallen out, contrary to his own expectations and 
those of his friends, a more general as well as a more 
permanent interest has become attached, than to his 
political training, — his literary avocations — avoca- 
tions in the proper sense of the term. He had not 
made, he was not prepared to make, literature his 
vocation. It was but an occasional diversion, which 
called him away from more serious pursuits. 

In the autumn of 1822, about the commencement of 
his seeoud year at Cambridge, proposals were made 
to him, and through him to some of his most distin- 
guished contemporaries, by Mr. Charles Knight, for 
the establishment and support of a new periodical to 
be brought out by the latter, then commencing busi- 
n 2SS in London as a -publisher. Such was the origin of 
Knight's " Quarterly Magazine," of which the propri- 
etor was himself the responsible editor, — Praed, as in 
the case of the " Etonian," and scarcely in an inferior 
degree, the animating and directing spirit. 

Of this periodical a full and interesting account has 
recently been given by Mr. Knight himself in his 
" Autobiography," already more than once quoted ; a 
much briefer notice is all that would be consistent 
with the limits of the present Memoir. In its general 
character the periodical may be regarded as a con- 
tinuation of the "Etonian." Praed wrote the leading 
article, in which the plan of the work was set forth. 
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the several oontribiitotB being 
feigned names. **Someeie^orteaof tlieiftfiOMfdlf 
^um-Vaswe kam from Hr. Knlgtit^ " ofamg to tte 
real men daring Hieir co a nertion with the Iftigwiiwi. 
Take/' he sayn^ "as the mora disljngnfahad »- 
amples — 

Pebkobiks Coukbiat i _ 

Vtvtan JoTTOO f...WnnHWiFllAanr€KHPfcA». 

Obkabd Mohtookxbt Jomr Modxaba 

Davxmant GwnL Dj ewj u it GouDODaiL 

Tkistram MsvroiN Tbomam BAmwioai ILuumiAT. 

Edwakd Haskltoot WiuzAM Bismnr Waueu. 

Hamilton Mitkkat Hxhbt Majjook. 

Joseph Hallbk HxirsT Ksuok OoiauDGB.** 

To these must be added Fliterson Aymer, by 
which signature Mr. Knight's own oontributions were 

distinguished. 

The work was carried on with considerable vigour, 
and a fair prospect of success, for three or four 
numbers, in which are to be found the. whole of the 
papers contributed by Praed. It was hardly to be 
anticipated that a set of undergraduates would con- 
tinue their contributions with the required regularity, 
or submit without a murmur to the curtaihnents or 
alterations required, it may well be, by editorial pru- 
dence, but not in their opinion by any means enhan- 
cing the literary value of their productions. However 
this may be, it is pleasant to record that the tempo- 
rary disagreement thus occasioned between the editor 
and his leading contributor was of very short dura- 
tion. "Within two months," to use Mr. Knight's 
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own words, "Mr. Praed spontaneoualj cnlled upon 
me, and never afterwards lost an opportunity of 
testifjing his good-will towards me." An attempt 
was made to revive the work, chiefly with the assist- 
ance of another set of contributors. In this contin- 
uation Praed took no part, and accordingly the publi- 
cation assumed an entirely new character. Many 
articles of high merit were contributed. Mr. Macau- 
lay, Mr. Maiden, Mr. Henry Nelson Coleridge, and Mr. 
De Quincey, lent their powerful aid ; but it had lost 
the life and spirit to which its previous popularity 
had been owing, and after the appearance of the 
sixth number the work was closed, and brought out 
as a whole in three octavo volumes. It is now 
scarce, and may be pronounced curious, many of the 
most interesting papers, some of them by authors 
who afterwards attained high eminence, not having 
been republished.* 



♦ The following papers were contributed by Praed : " Castle 
VcmoD.— No. I. ;" " What you Will.— No. I. ^ " Castle Vernon. 
— Nft. IL;" " My First FoUy;" "Points;"' "Damasippus;" and 
^ Leonora ;'^ together with several enigmas and short poems. 
Ilere also first ajipeared the first two cantos of tho " Trouba- 
dour," each complete in itself, yet leaving with the reader tho 
wish and the hope that more should follow. A third canto was 
actually in preparation, and far advanced towards comj>lotion. 
It Is of fully equal merit with its predecessor, and is now 
published for the first time as a fragment It was doubtless 
intended for the pages of the " Quarterly Magazine." The dis- 
continuance of Praed'a connection is indeed much to be regret- 
ted, if only for the abrupt conclusion of this charming poem, 
to which perhaps a fourth canto might have been added. 
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Mr. Knight, who had already earned the character 
of a man of letters, has since won for himself the 
more enviable distinction of a national benefactor by 
his admirable series of popular works, as well of 
amusement as of instruction. He has himself re- 
corded the fact, which he evidently remembers with 
pleasure, that to him the subject of this Memoir owed 
his first introduction to the world of letters, first at 
Eton, and afterwards at Cambridge. In 1826, after 
Praed had left the University, they were again as- 
sociated in the production of a periodical entitled 
" The Brazen Head," which, however, notwithstand- 
ing the talent which Praed brought to its support, 
failed 'to attract public attention, and was abandoned 
after it had reached the third number. " Lidian's 
Love," with one or two shorter poems republished 
in this collectidn, first appeared in the ephemeral 
pages of this miscellany. 

The following is Mr. Knight's account of this pub- 
lication: — "In the spring of 1826, St. Leger and I — 
at a time when there was httle prospect of publishing 
books with any success^thought that a smart weekly 
sheet might have some hold upon the London public, 
who were sick of all money questions, and wanted 
something like fun in the gloomy season of commer- 
cial ruin. We went to Eton to consult Praed. He 
entered most warmly and kindly into the project. We 
settled that ' The Brazen Head' should be the tide ; 
and that the Friar and the Head should discourse 
upon human affairs, chiefly under the management of 
our brilliant associate. * * * "W'e had four 
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weeks of this pleasantry, and, which was not an ad- 
yantage, we had nearly all the amusement to our- 
selves, for the number of our purchasers was not 
* Legion.' Yet in * The Brazen Head' there are poems 
of Praed (unknown from the scarcity of these sixty- 
four pages to the Americans, who have printed three 
editions of his poems), which are every way worthy 
of that genius which his countrymen will soon be 
permitted more fairly to appreciate in an edition of 
all liis poetical pieces, issued by an English pub- 
lisher." 

The autumn of 1825 saw Praed once more estab- 
lished at Eton, as Private Tutor to Lord Ernest Bruce, 
a younger son of the Marquis of Ailesbury. The cir- 
cumstances under which he obtained this appoint- 
ment, with his motives for accepting it, may be given 
in his own words, extracted from a letter written from 
Paris, where he first joined his young pupil, in the 
spring of the year : — 

" About a week before the Senate-House debate, 
Dobree* called upon me to know whether I was wil- 
Img to take a private tutorship to which he had the 
power of recommending me. A negotiation took 
place, which ended satisfactorily. * * * I am to 
bo with Lord Ernest two or three years, during which 
period I am to si)end two years in preparing for a 
Trinity Fellowship, and the rest in keeping terras at 
Lincoln's Inn, and preparing for the bar. With many 
men the accepting of such employment would be a 
virtual resignation of all hopes of advancement from 
• The late eminent Greek scholar. 
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an active profoflsioQ; birt for mjwir I hftTa lived, 
during the last two yearai alifo of muh oontiiiiied nd 
yiolent exdtemont^ that I befiere » period of retire- 
ment and abstraotioii will do more for me then anj 
thing ; and I have aoquired, (tota a dudn of olroaiii- 
stances and feelings that I cannot detsQ, a strong 
and enduring ambiUmi, in jdace of tlie fttvoloos long- 
ing for temporary notoriety whioli is all tiiat 70a 
remember in mo.** 

It will be obvioos (torn this specim^ that a for 
more livdj impressUm of Praed's mfaid— his wi^ of 
thinking and feelings— mig^t have been conv^jed 
from a connected series of his fomUiar iMten tiisn 
from any mere description, or literary p ortrait But 
from this course the compiler of this Uogr^ihy has 
been withheld, first by the narrow limits within whicb 
an introductory Memoir mnst necessarily be oonflned, 
and secondly.by the character of the letters them- 
selves. They are exactly what such letters should be^ 
written as they were without the sligfatest expecta- 
tion of their being preserved; records, for the most 
part, of passing trifles, interspersed with lively com- 
ments, not without an occasional touch of satire, but 
without a vestige of ill-nature. Taken as a whole, 
they represent clearly and faithfully the heart and 
mind from which they flowed ; but the scanty selec- 
tion which could alone find place in these pages 
would not merely be inadequate for this purpose, but 
might even do the writer some injustice. He was a 
diligent, as he was a most delightful correspondent, 
^^d in every letter may be found some grace of ex- 



MEMOIB. 41 

tme witty turn of thought, a keen obsenra- 
and manners ; but they rarely touch, and 
be said to treat, on subjects of general 
lile the very warmth and tenderness of 
c^ constitute their peculiar charm, entitle 
) sacred privacy for which they were ori- 
nded. 

years wliich he spent at Eton, amid 
Quch endeared to him by the associations 
Iboy days, formed a pleasant sequel to his 
life. The system of private tuition, as 
» the regular instruction of the school, 
hat period reached its climax, and a num- 
oaplished young men were thus added to 
of the place. Of the many distinguished 
id clergymen with whom he was thus 
contact, none who yet survive can have 
le grace and amenity of his manner, the 
is good-humour and vivacious spirits, the 
and zest with which ho shared and pro- 
social recreations with which the labours 
ere relieved. Those who knew him more 
will remember, above all, his unvarying 

heart. There can be no doubt that he 
fely in the pleasure to which he so freely 
. It was during this, his second residence 
lat he commenced the brilliant series of 
itributions to the magazines and annuals |! | ^ 

which fills a large portion of the succeed- |; j j'i: 

lose of the year 1827 his connection with 



\\v' 
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the Marquis of Ailesbury terminated. Hereupon he 
took his final leave of Eton — ^with mingled feelings. 
He had b^en for some time anxious to bring his tuto- 
rial engagement to a close, and enter upon the more 
active career to which he felt himself called ; yet he 
could not take leave of so many kind friefcds without 
regret, or quit without a struggle a place in which, at 
two different periods of his life, he had found so much 
enjoyment. He now established himself at one of the 
Inns of Court, and devoted liimself earnestly for some 
years to the professional study, and subsequently to 
the practice of the law. 

He was called to the bar at the Middle Temple, 
May 29, 1829. He went the Norfolk circuit, and was 
rapidly rising in reputation and practice. But the 
main current of his mind had run from the first in 
another direction. Even when engaged on the circuit 
he would post up to London to attend a parliamentary 
debate, hurrying back to his legal engagements as 
soon as it was concluded; and when, as we shall 
presently see, he obtdned a seat in the House of 
Commons, his senatorial duties more than divided 
and eventually threatened to engross his time and 
thoughts. 

We have now arrived at a turning point of Praed's 
life — the commencement of his public career as a 
Member of Parliament, of wliich, however, it would 
be foreign to the purpose of this Memoir to record 
more than the leading facts. No man, it is believed, 
ever entered the service of his country with a more 
ardent zeal, or with a deeper sense of duty. To this 
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he devoted, during the whole remainder of his life, 
his time, his talents, and his strength ; for this ho 
was ready to make any sacrifice ; but he had from 
the first to contend with adverse circumstances, and 
with failing health ; and if we would raise a mon- 
ument to his patriotic efforts, it must, alas I be a 
broken column. 

It has already been intimated that his political sen- 
timents, during his residence at Cambridge, so far as 
he had cared to express them, had been of a liberal 
character ; and his associations, for some years after 
he left the University, had been with the Liberal 
party. Thus in the summer of the year 1 829, we 
find him engaged as a member of Mr. Cavendish's 
committee, the Whig candidate for the representation 
of Cambridge ; and so late as the autumn of the fol- 
lowing year, he expressed in a letter to a friend a 
very lively satisfaction in Mr. Brougham's election for 
Yorkshire. Up to this time, then, it would seem that 
he retained his sympathies with his old friends on the 
liberal side of politics. His appearance, therefore, 
shortly afterwards as a member of the Conservative 
party in the House of Commons, occasioned consider- 
able surprise. The change was, however, more appa- 
rent than real ; a change in his political associations, 
rather than a change in sentiments. He had never 
sided with the extreme views of the so-called Radical 
Reformers, and to the last he continued the friend of 
social progress, and was by no means opposed to 
such changes in the constitutional arrangements of 
the country, as altered circumstances, and the ad- 
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ranoement of poUtiotl 10101100^ $pp mn d to nqdra. 
He was the iMkmB and Mttf* frtodoflaattena •&- 
cation, he was atteohed to tiie docbineB of ftw tradf^ 
and haOed with ploamue the nlSef of raligioqa opinioa 
from politioal reetriotioiUL Bnfe importuit chuigoi in 
this direction had alraedjtdEanplaoe. The Teat and 
Corporation Aot had heen readnded, tlie BQl ibr 
Catholic EmancipatHm had been paaaed; and aa, on 
the one hand, the leaden of .CkmaerratlTe opinlona 
were becomfaigmore and moce fdentifled with Ubeial 
measures, so, cm the othur hand, the lelbnning party, 
at that critical period, were tnicUng to what he oon- 
sidered to be areydlutioQaij ezlzeme. Soch at least 
was the yiew takoi hy Fraed, aa appears firom his 
own statement, conTeyed in a letter to an old college 
friend (the Rev. Chariea HartahomeX bearing date 
January 17, 1831:—. 

" Your kind and friendly letter gratified me very 
much, and amused me not a little ; in the first place 
I was delighted to find yourself with many old 
familiars, welcoming my arriyal at a goal I had long 
strained for ; and, in the next place, I could not but 
smile to think of the face you will make when you 
read in the ' Court Journal' that I am to be in- 
troduced to political life by the Duke of Wellington, 
or in the * Age' that I am pledged to vote against the 
Whigs. There is as much truth in one as in the 
other; none in either. I am not acquainted with the 
Duke, and I am not pledged to yote this way, or that 
Way, on any one subject I believe there is no man 
in fhfk House more At lihArtv tn follnw hin nwn 
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bdinatlons. My old college opitiions have, however^ 
been considerably modified by subsequent acquaint- 
ance with the world, and more observation of things 
as they are. I am not going to stem a torrent, but I 
confess I should like to confine its fury within some 
bounds. I am in no small degree an alarmist, and I 
would readily give a cartload of abstract ideas for a 
certainty of fifty years' peace and quietness. So my 
part in political matters will probably expose me to 
all sorts of abuse for ratting, and so fortli. I abandon 
the party, if ever I belonged to it, in which my 
frijnds and my interests are both to be found, and I 
adopt one where I can hope to earn nothing but a 
barren reputation, and the consciousness of meaning 
well. If all I hear be correct, your friends the 
Whigs find the machine going a little too fast, and 
are not sorry that some should be found to put on 
the drag." 

This interesting statement, the sincerity of which 
will be questioned by no one acquainted with the 
straightforward truthfulness of tlie wTitcr, needs no 
comment Th« nature, the extent, and the reasons 
of the change, which occasioned so much animad- 
version at the time, and which is not yet forgotten, 
are clearly set before us. .In common with other 
men of note, by whom his example was speedily 
followed, he had persuaded himself that the safety 
of the country, and with it the hope of improve- 
ment and real progress, were endangered by tlie 
haste and violence displayed by the advocates of 
Parliamentary Reform at that stirring period; and, 
Vol. L— 4 
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accordiDglf, when the time lor actum was com^ 
his early prepoflsessioitB gave way. IX>abtle88 in 
thus obtaining » seat In the British Senate he 
satisfied the yearnings, long cherished, <^ an 
honourable ambition; and while he was deariy 
aware that his worldly interests were rather com- 
promised than promoted by tlie step which he had 
taken, he was full of hope, and the resolution which 
it engenders. He entered Parliament, as we have 
seen, on the most independent footing, which he 
preserved to the last; yet he served the party to 
which ho had united himself with no wavering 
allegiance. He devoted himself to the business of 
the House with indefatigable zeal; and though he 
had an up-hill path to climb, associated as he was 
with an unpopular cause, and confronted by an- 
tagonists of the most brilliant talent, yet he did 
more than enough to prove that, had not his health 
given way, he would have eventually obtained high 
and permanent distinction as a statesman. 

The first difficulty with which his parliamentary 
career was commenced arose from the high expecta- 
tions which he had to satisfy. That this anticipa- 
tion was not immediately realized may be explained 
partly from the fact, that the qualities for which he 
w-as most desirous of gaining credit, and in which 
he was fitted to excel, required time for their exer- 
cise. Though he possessed an easy command of 
language, ho wanted the physical power requisite 
for oratorical display, and rather sought to acquire 
distinction by his intimate acquaintance with the 
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subject, and his ability to deal with it in detail. 
Uis maiden speech on the cotton duties, uninviting 
as the subject might appear to a young member, 
and foreign to his previous habits of thought and 
study, was, however, eminently successful, and 
created a considerable sensation even among his 
political opponents. In his next effort, to which he 
had looked forward with extreme anxiety, he was 
not 80 fortunate. He did not again address the 
House till the Keform Bill came on for discussion. 
The speech which he delivered on this occasion is 
still extant. It is temperate, firm, and argumenta- 
tive, but was delivered under most unfavourable 
circumstances, and barely obtained a hearing. He 
was suffering at the time from a severe cold, and, 
as he did not catch the Speaker's eye till past 
midnight, he was unable to command the attention 
of the House, which had already exhibited symptoms 
of impatience. 

It cannot be doubted that Praed for some time 
after this check laboured under a sense of dis- 
couragement, to which, however, he did not give 
way. He continued from time 'to time to take a part 
in the discussions of the House, and steadily rose in 
general estimation, not merely as a ready and 
skilful debater, but for the higher qualities of politi- 
cal intelligence and sagacity. After his death, he 
was designated as a "rising statesman" by Lord 
John Russell, in allusion to a scheme which ho had 
propounded, for giving proportional weight to the 
opinions of the minority in the representation of 
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the country.* lie was first returned to Parliament 
for the borough of St. Germains, in November, 1830, 
and again for the same place at the general election 
of 1831. In 1832, after the passing of the Reform 
Bill, by which St. Germains had lost its franchise, 
he contested the borough of St. Ives, in Cornwall, 
where his relative, Mr. Praed of Trevethow, a 
country-seat in the neighbourhood, possessed con- 
siderable influence. Party spirit, however, ran high 
at the time, and notwithstanding a vigorous canvass, 
in which his oratorical powers were displayed to 
great advantage, he lost his election; and during 

* This project was to the following eflfect:— In the Reform 
Bill of 1831, it was provided that certain connties shoald be 
represented by three members. The opportunity was thus 
afforded of grivin^ weight to the opinions of a minority of 
voters, by restricting the number of votes to be given by each 
of the electors to two only ; by which certain anomalies of 
representation— greater then, when party spirit was high, than 
now, when such irregularities have partially corrected them- 
sdves under the influence of time and the spirit of compromise 
— were to some extent remedied and avoided. The scheme 
was proposed in the form of an amendment in committee, and 
received but slight attention at the time; but it has since, 
more than once, been noticed with praise by the philosophical 
observers of the working of our parliamentary constitution. 

Another amendment was moved by Praed to the Reform 
Bill of 1882, which, if carried, would have forestalled the 
measure upon which the last Derby Government practically 
staked its existence. It was " that freeholds situate within 
boroughs should in all cases confer votes for the borough, and 
not for the county." The proposal was, of course, rejected; 
but the speech in which it was advocated contains a store of 
valuable hints as to the principal defects in the Reform Bill 
ofl8B2f and ftally deserves consideration by future Refurmerai 
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the interim between this and the following Parlia- 
ment, he resumed his practice at the Bar with his 
wonted vigour and with no inconsiderable success. 
But his mind could not be turned aside from the 
active struggle of political life, and though no longer 
in Parliament, he was present, night after night, at 
its debates, as an interested spectator. To this 
period are, to be referred many of the political 
squibs, still remembered as the productions of his 
pen, though published anonymously. Of this species 
of composition he was a consummate master, and 
though it has not been thought expedient to 
incorporate these monuments of party strife in the 
present edition of his poems, if indeed the time be 
yet fully come for their reappearance, it is not 
improbable that tliey may hereafter be reproduced 
in a collected form, as revised by the author, by 
wliom they were printed in a small volimie for 
private circulation. 

It was not long before he was again enabled to 
compete as an active candidate for parliamentary 
honours. In 1834, he was returned, with Mr. T. 
Baring, for Yarmouth. He always regarded his sac- 
cess on this occasion as a signal triumph, which, how- 
ever, was dearly purchased. The exertions which 
he used to secure his scat overtasked the powers 
of his constitution, and, it is believed, first developed, 
if they did not lay the foundation, of that fatal disoaao 
to which a few years afterwards he fell a victim. 
But his energy was irrepressible ; and now his merit 
was publicly recognized by the leaders of his party. 



50 MEMOIR. 

He hai alreadr fonned the aoqaaintanoe of the Duke 
of WeilixigtOQ. to whom, as he truly said, he was per* 
soaallr unknown at his first entrance into political life. 
In :he rear 1S33, the Duke became the subject of a 
ir:a:i>?iaus atta<^in the newspapers connected with the 
di<:nbu:ion of certain places of small value which had 
been bestowed upon deserving officers of long service 
in the field. At this time Praed was a re^ar contrib- 
utor to the " Morning Post" The Duke sent for him, 
inmisted him with the facts upon which he rested 
}:is defence, and requested him to undertake an 
answer to the attacks of the Liberal papers in the 
columns of the ** Post** The defence was considered 
complete and satisfactory, and the acquaintance thus 
formed between the statesman and the young writer 
was further extended during a visit to Walmer Castle, 
of which Praed writes the following account, dated 
Aylesbury, October 15, 1833 : — "My time at Walmer 
Castle was spent very agreeably. On the first morn- 
ing I had a long interview with his Grace on ' busi- 
ness,' in which he opened to me all his views, 
personal and political, with a frankness which was 
most flattering and most delightful To be put on 
terms of the most intimate confidence with the great- 
est man of his time, was what indeed I should scarcely 
have dreamed of a few years ago. He seemed at 
least to keep nothing from me : his judgment of 
measures, and his opinions of men ; his fears, which 
are manifold, and his hopes, which are few or none, 
were all expounded. I can scarcely be too proud of 
such a reception, or too much pleased with the pros- 
pect it affords of future intercourse witii such a man. 
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It was made the more satisfactory to me from the 
candour with which he spoke of the permanent ex- 
clusion of the Tories from political po^er---a promise 
which he would scarcely have held out to an ad- 
nerent of whose motives he thought meanly." 

This "promise** was not however literally or imme- 
diately fulfilled ; and under the ministry of Sir Robert 
Peel, 1834-1835, Praed held the office of Secretary 
to the Board of Control, the terms in which the ofler 
was made to him being scarcely less gratifying than 
the appointment itself. The following is Sir Robert 
Peel's letter on this occasion ; — 

"Whitehall, Pec 18, 1884. 

"My Dear Sir: Your name has occurred to me 
among the first in my consideration of those appoint- 
ments which, in point of fact (whatever their name or 
rank in point of precedence may be), are of the first 
importance from the nature of the duties attached to 
them. Among those there is not one affording 
greater opportunities of distinction, or requiring 
more ability and prudence, than the office of Sec- 
retary of the Board of Control, when the Head of 
that Board is in the House of Lords. 

" I do not make the offer of this appointment to 
you without previous communication with Lord 
Ellenborough, the future President, and havhig ascer- 
tained his entire concurrence in my opinion as to 
your high qualifications for it. 

" Believe me, my dear sir, most faithfully yours, 
"Robert Peel. 
♦* W. Mackttorth Prakd, Ksq., 
(ireat Yarmouth."^ 
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In 1837, having received an invitation from the 
Aylesbury electors, he was induced by prudential 
considerations to retire from Yarmouth, when he was 
presented with a silver cup by the Conservative 
electors of that borough, with whom he had rendered 
himself extremely popular, in recognition of his ser- 
vices as their representative. At Aylesbury he 
gained his election, and was Member for that borough 
at the time of his death. 

It only remains to add that during the latter years 
of his life he held the office of Deputy High Steward 
of the University of Cambridge. To this most appro- 
priate distinction he attached a peculiar value. It 
renewed a connection of which he was justly proud, 
and which he was always desirous to preserve and 
cherish. If, indeed, his life had been spared, and 
the opportunity had presented itself, it is not im- 
possible that he might have offered himself as a 
candidate for the representation of that seat of learn- 
ing. Such, at least, is known to have been his own 
wish, and the hope of his friends. 

In the party conflicts in which Praed engaged with 
so much zeal, and in which it will appear, even from 
this brief summary, that he played no undistin- 
guished part, it was impossible that he should avoid 
all collision with his former associates, who sat 
with him in Parliament, but on the opposite side 
of the House. Rarely, indeed, did any approach to 
personal animosity mingle with the strife; and it 
would be worse than idle, after the lapse of so 
many years, to recall the expressions of transient 
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irritation which he may on any ocoasion have had 
to encounter in the heat of debate. To his friends, 
of whatever political opinion, he remained to the last 
what he had been from the first ; and the afifectionate 
admiration with which he is remembered by his 
surviving contemporaries is without alloy. 

But one other incident connected with his public 
life remains to be recorded. In 1838, he was en- 
gaged, with Mr. T. D. Acland, Mr. Mathison, Mr. 
H. N. Coleridge, and other friends, in and out of 
Parliament, in preparing a scheme of education for 
the children of the labouring classes, to be carried 
out under the auspices of the National Society, in 
accordance with the religfious requirements of the 
country. This scheme, which included an effectual 
provision for the instruction and training of the 
National Schoolmaster, was ably seconded, on the 
part of the Grovernment, by Sur James Kaye Shuttle- 
worth, and remains a monument — it is to be hoped 
an enduring monument— of the enlightened zeal of 
its authors and promoters. 

On Praed's domestic life we must, for obvious 
reasons, touch lightly. In the opening pages of 
this memoir it has been mentioned that on the 
death of his mother he was indebted to the care of 
an elder sister. Her decease, which took place in 
1830, made a deep impression on his mind, and 
contributed, with the advance of years and the ex- 
perience of life, to that greater earnestness and 
seriousness of character which marked his later 
years. The greater part of that year was passed 
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in the most tender attendance in the sick-room, 
and afterwards in eadeavouring to cheer the home 
made desolate by her removal He gave up the 
Summer Circuit that he mi^ht devote himself more 
fully to this object ; and tlie unselfishness with which 
lie set aside his own stirring occupations for the 
claims of family affection, can never be forgotten by 
those who shared the sorrow and partook of the 
sympathy. 

In 1835 he lost his father, to whom he was affec- 
tionately and reverentially attached, and whose mem. 
ory deserves on every account to be handed down 
witli that of the son whose mind he did so much to 
form, and who profited so largely by his precept and 
example. 

It may well be supposed that his legal and parlia- 
mentary engagements left him little time for literary 
pursuits. He continued, however, from time to time 
to contribute poems to the " Literary Souvenir" and" 
other periodicals, from which they have now been 
collected. His political squibs have been already 
mentioned, and, besides these, articles from his pen 
appeared from time to time in the " Morning Post." 
To the last his poetical talent was exercised with no 
decrease of power, and with even increasing refine- 
ment of taste, whether for the amusement of his 
friends, in pieces of playful fancy, or in the tender 
service of family affection ; to the last,— when sick- 
*^<^sg had at length completely incapacitated him from 
^vory other occupation ; and it is scarcely possible 
^p repress a feeling of regret that he hod not sooner 
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withdrawn from the toils and excitemant, whether 
of the bar or the senate, before it was too late, and 
devoted the full power of his mind to that genial art 
m which his success was incontestable, and to which, 
as it is, he owes his permanent reputation. 

But it was not so to be. The uncontrollable energy 
of his nature carried him on year after year, while 
the disease was yet only nascent ; and month after 
month, long after lie had received unmistakable 
warning of its increasing growth. 

But there is a bright side to this picture. His lat- 
ter years, amid all the trials which he had to pass 
through, aggravated as they were by bodily infirmity 
and sufiering, were cheered and solaced by the best 
earthly consolation — that of the domestic hearth. In 
the summer of 1835, while his hopes t>f public ad- 
vancement were yet high, and no suspicion of the 
uncertainty of bis bodily health had dawned upon 
his mind, he was happily united in marriage to Helen, 
daughter of George Bogle, Esq., a lady to whose vir- 
tues and accomplishments a respectful allusion is all 
that can here be permitted. Suffice it to say, that 
during the four years of their companionship, she 
devoted to her husband, whose high qualities, intel- 
lectual and moral, she was every way qualified to 
appreciate, all the resources of the most assiduous 
affection ; and that during the four-and-twenty years 
of her widowhood, she never ceased to mourn his 
loss. Her own decease occurred early in the autumn 
of the past year. 

Little remains to be told. The winter of 183S-9 
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was spent bj Praed, with his wife and two infant 
daughters, at St. Leonard's-on-Sea, when aggravated 
symptoms of the disorder under which he had in 
reality long laboured, and in particular an increased 
difficulty of breathing when taking exercise, began 
to force themselves upon his attention. Neverthe- 
less, upon his return to London for the meeting of 
Parliament, in the February of 1839, his general 
health appeared to have improved, when he entered 
upon the discharge of his public duties with undimin- 
ished energy, neither entertaining himself, nor, it 
would appear, leading those about him to entertain, 
any unusual alarm for the probable consequences of 
his exertions. It was not till the termination of tho 
debate on the Com Laws, which lasted seven nights, 
that any serious apprehensions were entertained. 
Dr. James Johnson, who had attended him in the 
earlier stages of his illness, was now called in ; but 
though he appeared, on the cessation of the easterly 
wind — to the long continuance of which he had at- 
tributed the increase of his ailments, — ^to rally a 
Uttle, no real improvement took place. Still he re- 
mained full of hope and resolution, and taking advan- 
tage of an adjournment of Parliament, consequent 
upon a transient change of Government in the May 
of that year, paid a visit to Cambridge in his official 
capacity of Deputy High Steward. Tlie letter from 
which the following is taken is dated the 29th of 
May, the last which the writer of this Memoir 
received from his beloved friend: — "Helen went 
with me to Cambridge on the 17th instant, where I 
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was to have held my court last week ; but to my 
amazement I found my supposed sinecure up to its 
chin in points of disputed jurisdiction, so that I was 
forced to dismiss my Leet Jury re infectd, and return 
to town to study opinions of counsel, and refer the 
matters in discussion, or at least my cause there- 
anent, to the attention of the Yice-Chancellor and 
Heads, whose attention to the subject I took care to 
bespeak. We might have passed our week's holiday 
agreeably enough at Cambridge, Helen having never 
visited it before, but for the severity of the weather, 
which from Tuesday the 21st to Saturday 25th was 
winter in bleak earnest. I could do little in the 
way of lionizing. Helen, however, saw much of 
what is sight-worthy. The hospitalities d our old 
friends in Trinity and elsewhere were of course 
boundless." 

The buoyancy of his mind, and the interest which 
he continued to take in public affairs, appears from 
what follows: — "This morning, with your letter, I 
duly received your four petitions, which I shall be 
very glad to present. Our London Meeting on the 
Education Question was magnificent." In fact, he 
continued, notwithstandmg the remonstrances of his 
friends, to attend in his place in Parliament till nearly 
the middle of June, when he paired off with Lord 
Arundel for the rest of the session. This step he 
was at length induced to take by the advice of Dr. 
Paris, to whom his case had been referred. On the 
17 th of June ho was removed to Sudbury Grove, a 
villa in the neighbourhood of Harrow, kindly placed 
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at his disposal by a friend. But it was too late to 
hope even for a partial restoration. He grew rapidly 
worse, and his return to London was not accom- 
plished without difiSculty. 

ITe entered into his rest on the 15th of July, 1839, 
at his own house in Chester Square, and was interred 
on the 23d of the same month, in the cemetery at 
Kcnsal Green, his funeral being attended by his 
widow, his two brothers, and a considerable number 
of his relations and priyate friends; and among 
these, by the writer of the present sketch, who had 
also the melancholy but valued privilege of attending 
him in his last hours. 

He left two daughters, Helen Adeline Mackworth, 
and Elizabeth Lillian Mackworth, under whose au- 
thority the present collection of their fatlier's poems 
is given to the public. 

A monumental Tablet at Kensal Green bears the 
following inscription, from the pen of the Iteverend 
James Hildyard: — 



JUXTA HOC MARMOB CONDITUM EST 
QUICqUID MORTALS FUIT ■ORXQII TIRI BT SRlf ATORtB, 

WmXHROP MACKWORTH PRAED, A.M., 

COLL. ss. TRnr. cantab. olim socii : bjcsdkmqcr acadkmiji pbosknucalu 

TER AD CURIAM BRITANNICAM A TRIBU8 MUKTCtPIIS DBLCGATI, 

ALIISqUK TUM PRITATIB TUM PCBL1CI8 HONORIBVS IlfSIGNITI. 

NAT, VII. KAL. SBXTIL. HDCCCIL OBIIT ID. JUL, MDCCCXXXIX. 

JUVKNTUTKM OPTIMI8 LITTKRIS, jKTATBM MATURIORKM RKIPCBLICJC, 

CNIVEBSAM VITAM INGSNIUM VIRES BLOqUENTIAM PATRI/t DICAMT. 

RARO SIMUL CONJUNCTJC SUNT TOT If ATURiB DOTES, 

TAM DOCTRINE ARTIUMQUE LIBBRALIUM SUBSIDIIS EXCULT^: 

>tARIssiME TAM OENXBIS HUMAXI CTILITATI TAM CHRISTI BO>ORI SUBJBCTJI. 
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XMUXmA XBSff MOBTB OOKBKFTVS TBOm 8UI JLVltCta DSSIOSmiUlC, 

AH qVAMTO TBISnCS CONJUOI VUMCTimMM AUkKtlMSlUM BSLI^VIT. 

tLLA nCUT BOO TSCmtOiriO mtFLKTAM MBMOKIAM FIK PXOSBCCTA MMT, 

RA OBATO TAMSM ANIMO DBUM DATOKXM, 

•UBMISaO ADKMPTOBSM TS^fSSATVB. 

Beneath a marble bust in the possession of bis 
widow were engraved the following lines by the 
Rev. John Moultrie, a last tribute paid by his valued 
friend and brother-poet to the memory of Winthrop 
Mackworth Praed: — . 

Not that in him, whom these poor praises irrong, 
Gifts, rare themselves, io rarest union dwelt ; 

Not that, revealed through eloqaence and son;?, 
In him the Bard and Statesnoan breathed and felt; — 

Not that his nature, graciondy endned 
With feeliniM and aflFections pure and high, 

TVas purged from worldly taint, and self-subdued, 
Till soul o'er sense gained perfect mastery ; — 

Not for this only we lament bis loss,— 
Not for this chiefly we account him blest; 

But that all this he cast beneath the Cross, 
Content for Christ to live, in Christ to rest 
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LILLIAN, 

▲ FAIKT TALK. 

T2x retftder is w^ffad to b^cTe that the following stato- 
xMz: ^ ^axenlr ti«e; hfOTiM! die viiter is well aware that 
l^-^ <trYic»9laM« «Bder ^Mi Tji.i.tjii was composed are 
:^ ^-^r-T auMta ef its ■MritSt and the only apology for its 

A: A saialS party at C — abiid g e aome maUdous belles endeay- 
ocr>e^ t<o rmi«mmd Uwir mmu^t f ftia g friends, by setting onin- 
te::i^:b> aad iaexplieabie salyeets for the exercise of their 
roecc&: taleatSL Among many others^ the thesis was giyen 
oa: vhkh is the i 




and the following poem was an attempt to explain the riddle. 

The partiality with which it has been honoored in mana- 
script, and the frequent applications which have been made to 
the aathor for copies, mnat be his exonse for sending it to the 
press. 

It was written, however, with the sole yicw of amusing the 
friends in whose circle the idea originated ; and to them, with 
&U dac hamility and devotion, it is inscribed. 

Tkinity Colukk, Cambridgb, 
October 26, 18K. 
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** A <!ragon^8 tail is flayed to warm 
A headless maiden's heart^ 

M188 

**■ And he's cleckit this great mnckle bird ont o* this wee egg I 
be could wile the vory flounders out o' the Frith T — Mb. Sad- 

DLSTBES. 

CANTO I. 

There was a Dragon in Arthur's time 

(When dragons and grifl5ns were voted prime), 

Of raonstrons reputation : 
Up and down, and far and wide, 
lie roamed about in his scaly pride ; 
And ever, at morn and even-tide, 
He made snch rivers of blood to nin 
As shocked the sight of the blushing sun, 

And deluged half the nation. 

It was a pretty monster too, 

With a crimson head, and a body blue. 
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And wings of a warm and deBoaie Irae^ 

like the |^ow of a dee|> eamstioii ; 
And the terrible taO thai kj beiihidy 
Reached out so fiff as it twisted and twined, 
That a couple of dwarft^ of wondrous strength, 
Bore, when he travelled, its horrible kngth. 

Like a I>iike's at the Oorottatk»i. 
His month had lost one ivory tootib, 
Or the Dragon had been, in very sooth, 

No insignifioant ehanner; 

And that alas I he had rained it. 

When on new-year's day, in a hungry fit, 
He swallowed a tough and a terrible bit — 

Sir Lob, in his brazen armonr. 
Swift and light were his steps on the ground, 
Strong and smooth was his hide around, 
For the weapons which the peasants flung 
Ever nnfelt or unheeded rung,. 

Arrow and stone and spear, 
As snow o'er Cynthia's window fiits^ 
Or raillery of twenty wits 

On a fool's unshrinking ear. 

In many a battle the beast had been, 
Many a blow he had felt and given : 

Sir Digord came with a menacing mien. 
But he sent Sir Digar6 straight to Heaven; 

Stiff and stour were the arms he wore. 
Huge the sword he was wont to dasp ; 
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But the sword was little, the armour brittle, 
Locked in the coil of the Dragon's grasp. 

He came on Sir Florice of Sesseny Land, 

Pretty Sir Florice from over the sea. 
And smashed him all as he stepped on the sand, 

Cracking his head like a nut from the tree. 
No one till now had found, I trow, 

Any thing good in the scented youth, 
Who had taken much pains to be rid of his 
brains. 

Before they were sought by the Dragon's 
tooth. 

He came on the Sheriff of Hereford, 

As he sat him down to his Sunday dinner ; 
And the Sheriff he spoke but this brief word, 

" St. Francis be good to a corpulent sinner I" 
Fat was he, as a Sheriff might be, 

From the crown of his head to the tip of his 
toe; 
But the Sheriff was small, or nothing at all, 

When put in the jaws of the Dragon foe. 

He came on the Abbot of Arnondale, 

As he kneeled him down to his morning devo- 
tion ; 

But the Dragon he shuddered, and turned his tail 
About, " with short uneasy motion." 
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IroR aa<i steel, for an early meal, 

Ke stomaclied with em^e^ or the Muse is a liar; 
But out of all question, he failed in digestion, 

If ever he veii tared to swallow a friar ! 



Hoastroua brittel—his dread renown 

Uado whiapera aud terrors iQ eoontry and town ; 

Kothing was babbled by boor or knight 

Bat tales of his civio appetite* 

At laist, as after dinner he lay, 

Hid from tliG heat of Uio solar ray 

By boughs that had woven an arbour shady, 

Be eliaaeed to fall in with the Headless Lady. 

Headless ? alas I 'twaa a piteous giho ; 

ril dtiak Aganippe, and then describe. 

Her father had been a atoat yeoman, 
Jand of his jest and fond of hia can. 

But never o'er-wiae; 
And once^ wlmn his cups bad been mooy a^d 

deep, 
He met with a dragon fast asleep, — 

'Twas a Fairy in disguise. 
In a dragon's form she had ridden the storm, 

The realm of the sky invading ; 
Sir Grahame's ship was stent and fast, 
But the Fairy came on the rushing blast, 
And shivered the sails, and shivered the mast^ 
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And down went the gallant ship at last, 

With all the crew and lading. 
And the Fay laughed out to see the rout, 

As the last dim hope was fading ; 
And this she had done in a love of fun, 

And a love of masquerading. 
She lay that night in a sunny vale, 

And the yeoman found her sleeping ; 
Fiercely he smote her glittering tail. 
But oh I his courage began to fail, 

When the Fairy rose all weeping : 
"Thou hast lopped," she said, "beshrew thine 

hand ! 
The fairest foot in Fairy-land I 

" Thou hast an infant in thine home I — 
Never to her shall reason come. 

For weeping or for wail, 
Till she shall ride with a fearless face 

On a living dragon's scale. 
And fondly clasp to her heart's embrace 

A living dragon's tail." 
The Fairy's form from his shuddering sight 
Floated away in a stream of light. 

Disconsolate that youth departed, 

Disconsolate and poor; 
And wended, chill and broken-hearted, 

To his cottage on the moor ; 
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Sadly and silently he knelt 

His lonely hearth beside ; 
Alas ! how desolate he felt, 

As he hid his face, and cried. 
The cradle where the babe was laid 

Stood in its own dear nook, 
But long — how long ! — ^he knelt, and prayed 

And did not dare to look. 
He looked at last ; his joy was there. 
And slumbering with that placid air 
Which only babes and angels wear. 
Over the cradle he leaned his head : 
The cheek was warm, and the lip was red; 
And he felt, he felt,' as he saw her lie, 
A hope — which was a mockery. 
The babe unclosed her eye's pale lid : — 
Why doth he start from the sight it hid? 
He hath seen in the dim and fitful ray. 
That the light of the soul hath gone away I 
Sigh nor prayer he muttered there. 
In mute and motionless despair, 
But he laid him down beside his child, 
And Lillian saw him die — and smiled. 
The mother ? she had gone before ; 
And in the cottage on the moor, 
With none to watch her and caress. 
No arm to clasp, no voice to bless. 
The witless child gi*ew up alone. 
And made all Nature's book her own. 
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If, in the warm and passionate hour 
When Reason sleeps in Fancy's bower, 
If thou hast ever, ever felt 
A dream of delicate beauty melt 

Into the heart's recess, 
Seen by the soul, and seen by the mind, 

But indistinct its loveliness, 
Adored, and not defined ; 
A bright creation, a shadowy ray, 
Fading and flitting in mist away, 
Nothing to gaze on, and nothing to hear. 
But something to cheat the eye and ear 
With a fond conception and joy of both. 
So that you might, that hour, be loath 
To change for Some one's sweetest kiss 
Thy vision of unenduring bliss. 
Or lose for Some one's sweetest tone 
The murmur thou drinkest all alone — 
If such a vision hath ever been thine. 
Thou hast a heart that may look on mine ! 

For oh ! the light of my saddened theme 

Was like to naught but a Poet's dream, 

Or the forms that come on the twilight's wing, 

Shaped by the soul's imagining. 

Beautiful shade, with her tranquil air. 

And her thin white arm, and her flowing hair. 

And the light of her eye so coldly obscure. 

And the hue of her cheek so pale and purel 
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Reason and thought she had never known, 
Iler heart was as cold as a heart of stone ; 
So you might guess from her eyes' dim rays, 
And her idiot laugh, and her vacant gaze. 
She wandered about all lone on the heather, 
She and the wild heath-birds together ; 
For Lillian seldom spoke or smiled, 
But she sang as sweet as a little child. 
Into her song her dreams would throng. 

Silly, and wild, and out of place ; 
And yet that wild and roving song 

Entranced the soul in its desolate grace. 
And hence the story had ever run 
That the fairest of dames was a Headless One. 

The pilgrim in his foreign weeds 

Would falter in his prayer ; 
And the monk would pause with his half-told 
beads 

To breathe a blessing there ; 
The knight would loose his visor-clasp. 
And drop the rein from his nerveless grasp. 
And pass his hand across his brow 
Witli a sudden sigh, and a whispered vow. 
And marvel Flattery's tale was told, 
From a lip so young, to an ear so cold. 

She had seen her sixteenth winter out, 
When she met with the beast I was singing 
about : 



The Dragon, I told you, had dined that day; 

So he gazed upon her as he lay, 

Earnestly looking, and looking long, 

With his appetite weak, and his wonder strong. 

Silent he lay in his motionless coil ; 

And the song of the Lady was sweet the while : — 

" Nonny nonny I — ^I hear it float, 
Innocent bird, thy tremulous note : 
It comes from thy home in the eglantine. 
And I stay this idle song of mine, 
Nonny nonny I — ^to listen to thine 1 

" Nonny nonny I — * Lillian sings 
The sweetest of all living things!' 
So Sir Launcelot averred ; 
But surely Sir Launcelot never heard 
Nonny nonny I — ^the natural bird I" 

The Dragon he lay in mute amaze. 

Till something of kindness crept into his gaze ; 

He drew the flames of his nostrils in. 

He veiled his claws with their speckled skin. 

He curled his fangs in a hideous smile ; 

And the song of the Lady was sweet the while : — 

"Nonny nonny I — who shall tell 
Where the summer breezes dwell ? 
Lightly and brightly they breathe and blow. 
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But whence they oome and whitiier they 90^ 
Nonny nonnj t — ^who ahall know f 

'' Nonny nonny I-^I hear your tone, 
But I feel ye cannot read mine own ; 
And I lift my neck to yonr fond emhraces, 
But who hath seen in your resting-places, 
Nonny nonny I — ^yonr heantifdl fkces ?" 

A moment I and the Dragon came 

Crouching down to the peerless dame. 

With his fierce red eye so fondly shining, 

And his terrihle tail so meekly twining; 

And the scales on his hnge limhs gleaming oV, 

Gayer than ever they gleamed hefore. 

She had won his heart, while she charmed his ear, 

And Lillian smiled, and knew no fear. 

And see, she mounts hetween his wings 

(Never a queen had a gandier throne). 
And fairy-like she sits and sings, 

Guiding the steed with a tondi and a tone. 
Aloft, aloft in the clear blue ether, 
Tlie dame and the Dragon they soared together; 
lie bore her away on the breath of the gale— 
Tlie two little dwarfs held fast by the tail. 

Fanny 1 a pretty group for drawing ; 
My dragon like a war-horse pawing, 
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Mj dwarfs in a Mght, and my ^1 in an attitude^ 
Patting the beast in her soulless gratitude. 
There ; yon may try it if you will, 
While I drink my coffee, and nib my quill. 



END OP OANTO I. 
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CANTO n. 

The sun shone out on hill and grove ; 

It was a glorious day ; 
The lords and the ladies were making love, 

And the clowns were making hay ; 
But the Town of Brentford marked with wonder 
A lightning in the sky, and thunder, 
And thinking ('twas a thinking town) 
Some prodigy was coming down, 
A mighty mob to Merlin went 
To learn the cause of this portent ; 
And he, a wizard sage, but comical. 
Looked through his glasses astronomical, 
And puzzled every foolish sconce 
By this oracular response : — 

^^Now the Slayer doth not slay. 
Weakness flings Tier fear away^ 
Power hears the Powerless; 
Pity rides the Pitiless; 
Are ye Lovers f are ye Ira/cet 
Hear ye this, and seeJc^ and sate ! 
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Ht that would wed the loveliest maid^ 

Must don the stoutest matl. 
For the Rider shall never he sound in the 
head^ 

Till the Ridden he maimed in the tail. 
Hey^ diddle diddle! the cat and the fiddle ! 
None hut a Lover can read me my riddle*''^ 

How kind art thou, and oh I how mighty, 
Cnpid ! thou son of Aphrodite I 
By thy sole aid, in old romance. 
Heroes and heroines sing and dance; 
Of cane and rod there's little need ; 
They never learn to write or read ; 
Yet often, by thy sudden light. 
Enamoured dames contrive to write ; 
And often, in the hour of need, 
Enamoured youths contrive to read.— 
I make a small digression here : 
I merely mean to make it clear, ^ 
That if Sir Eglamour had wit 
To read and construe, bit by bit, 
All that the wizard had expressed. 
And start conjectures on the rest, 
Cupid had sharpened his discerning. 
The little god of love, — and learning. 
He revolved in his bed what Merlin had said. 
Though Merlin had laboured to scatter a veil 
on't ; 
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And found out the sena^of thettflaodthehead. 
Though none of hig neii^boun oould make 
head or tail ont 

Sir Eglamour was one o^ the best 

Of Arthur's table round ; 
He never set his spear in rest^ 

Bat a dozen went to the ground. 
Clear and warm as the li^itning-flame, 
His valour from his &ther oame, 

His cheek was like his mother's ; 
And his hazel eje more oleailj shone 
Than any I ever have looked upon, 

Save Fannj'si — and two others I 

With his 'spur so bright, and his rein so lights 

And his steed so swift and ready, 
And his skilful sword, to wound or ward, 

And his spear so sure and steady, 
He bore him like a British knight 

From London to Penzance, 
Avenged all weeping women's slight, 

And made all giants dance. 
And he had travelled far from home. 

Had worn a mask at Venice, 
Had kissed the Bishop's toe at Bome, 

And beat the French at tennis : 
Hence he had many a courtly play, 

And jeerings and gibes in plenty, 
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And he wrote more rhymes in a single day 
Than Byron or Bowles in twenty. 

He clasped to his side his sword of pride, 
His sword, whose native polish vied 

With many a gory stain ; 
Keen and bright as a meteor-light ; 
Bnt not so keen, and not so bright, 

As Moultrie's jesting vein. 
And his shield he bound his arm aronnd, 
His shield, where glowing saffron wound 

About a field of blue ; 
Heavy and thick as a wall of brick, 
But not so heavy and not so thick 

As the Edinburgh Review. 
With a smile and a jest he set out on the quest. 

Clad in his stoutest mail. 
With his helm of the best, and his spear in the 
rest, 

To flay the Dragon's tail. 

The warrior travelled wearily. 

Many a league and many a mile ; 
And the Dragon sailed in the clear blue sky; 

And the song of the Lady was sweet the while : 
" My steed and I, my steed and I, 
On in the path of the winds we fly, 
And I chase the planets that wander at even. 
And bathe my hair in the dews of heaven I 
Voi. I.— 6 
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Beautiful stars, so thin and bright, 

Exquisite visions of vaponr and light, 

I love ye all with a sister's love. 

And I rove with ye wherever ye rove. 

And I drink your changeless, endless song, 

The music ye make as ye wander along I 

Oh ! let me be, as one of ye, 

Floating for aye on your liquid sea ; 

And I'll feast with you on the purest rain, 

To cool my weak and wildered brain, 

And I'll give you the loveliest lock of my hair 

For a little spot in your realm of air I" 

The Dragon came down when the morn shone 
bright, 

And slept in the beam of the sun ; 
Fatigued, no doubt, with his airy flight, 

As I with my jingling one. 
With such a monstrous adversary 
Sir Eglamour was far too wary 

To think of bandying knocks ; 
He came on his foe as still as death. 
Walking on tiptoe, and holding his breath. 
And instead of drawing his sword from his sheath. 

He drew a pepper-box ! 
The pepper was as hot as flame. 

The box of a wondrous size ; 
Ho gazed one moment on the dame. 
Then, with a sure and a steady aim, 
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Full in the Drt^on's truculent phiz 
He flung the scorching powder — whiz I 

And darkened both his eyes I 
Have you not seen a little kite 

Rushing away on its paper wing 

To mix with the wild winds' quarrelling? 
Up it soars with an arrowy flight, ^ 

Till, weak and unsteady, 

Tom by the eddy. 
It dashes to earth from its hideous hdght. 
Such was the rise of the beast in his pain, 
Such was his falling to earth again ; 
Upward he shot, but he saw not his path, 
Blinded with pepper, and blinded with wrath ; 
One struggle — one vain one — of pain and emotion. 
And he shot back again, "like a bird of the 

ocean I" 
Long he lay in a trance that day, 

And alas I he did not wake before 
The cruel Knight, with skill and might. 

Had lopped and flayed the tail he wore. 



Twelve hours, by the chime, he lay in his slime, 

More utterly blind, I trow, 
Than a Polypheme in the olden time, 

Or a politician now. 
He sped, as soon as he could see. 
To the Payuira bowers of Rosalie ; 
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For there the Dragon had hope to cure, 

By the tinkling rivulets ever pnre, 

Bj the glowing sun, and fragrant gale, 

His wounded honour, — and wounded tail. 

He hied him away to the perfumed spot; 

The little dwarfs clung — where the tail was not I 

The damsel gazed on that young Knight, 
With something of terror, hut more of delight ; 
Much she admired the gauntlets he wore. 
Much the device that his buckler bore, 
Much the feathers that danced on his crest. 
But most the baldric that shone on his breast. 
She thought the Dragon's pilfered scale 
Was fairer far than the warrior's mail. 
And she lifted it up with her weak white arm, 
Unconscious of its hidden charm, 
And round hor throbbing bosom tied, 
In mimicry of warlike pride. 

Gone is the spell that bound her I 
The talisman hath touched her heart. 
And she leaps with a fearful and fawn-like start 
As the shades of glamoury depart ; 

Strange thoughts are glimmering round her ; 
Deeper and deeper her cheek is glowing. 
Quicker and quicker her breath is flowing, 
And her eye gleams out from its long dark lashes 
Fast and full, unnatural flashes ; 
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For hurriedly and wild 
Doth Reason ponr her hidden treasures, 
Of human griefe, and human pleasures, 

Upon her new-found child. 
And "Oh I" she saith, "my spint doth seem 
To have risen to-day from a pleasant dream; 
A long, long dream I hut I feel it breaking ; 
Painfully sweet is the throb of waking :" 
And then she laughed, and wept again ; 
While, gazing on her heart's first rain, 
Bound in his turn by a magic chain, 

The silent youth stood there : 
Never had either been so blest ; — 
You that are young may picture the rest. 

You that are young and fair. 
Never before, on this warm land, 
Came Love and Reason hand in hand. 

When you were blest, in childhood's years, 
With the brightest hopes, and the lightest fears, 
Ilave you not wandered, in your dream. 
Where a greener glow was on the ground, 
And a clearer breath in the air around, 
And a purer life in the gay sunbeam, 
And a tremulous murmur in every tree, 
And a motionless sleep on the quiet sea ? 
And have you not lingered, lingered still. 
All unfettered in thought and will, . 
A fair and. cherished boy ; 



82 LILLIAN. 

Until you felt it pain to part 

From the wUd creations of yonr art^ 

Until your yonng and innocent heart 

Seemed horsting with its joj? 
And then, oh then, hath yonr waking eye 
Opened in all its ecstasy. 
And seen your mother leaning o^er yon. 
The loved and loving one that bore yon. 
Giving her own, her fond caress, 
And looking her eloquent tenderness? — 
Was it not heaven to fly firom the scene 
Where the heart in the vision of night had been, 
And drink, in one o'erflowing kiss, 
Your deep reality of bliss? 
Such was Lillian^s passionate madneo^ 
Such the calm of her waking gladness. 

Enough I my Tale is all too long : 
Fair Children, if the trifling song. 

That flows for you to-night, 
Hath stolen from you one gay laugh, 
Or given your quiet hearts to quaff 

One cup of young delight, 
Pay ye the Rhymer for his toils 
In the coinage of your golden smiles, 
And treasure up his idle verse 
With the stories ye loved from the lips of your 
nurse. 
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GOG. 

** A most delicate monster r— Tub TmiPEBit. 
CANTO L 

King Arthur, as the legends sing, 

Was a right brave and merrj king, 

And had a wondrons reputation 

Through this right brave and merry nation. 

His ancient face, and ancient clothes, 

Ilis tables round, and rounder oaths. 

His crown and cup, his feasts and fights, 

His pretty Queen and valiant knights, 

Would make me up the raciest scene 

That is, or will be, or has been. 

These points, and others not a few, 

Of great importance to the view, 

As, how King Arthur valued woman, 

And how King Arthur thrashed the Roman, 

And how King Arthur built a hall, 

And how King Arthur played at ball, 

I'll have the prudence to omit. 

Since brevity's the soul of wit. 

Oh ! Arthur s days were blessed days. 

When all was wit, and worth, and praise. 

And planting thrust's, and planting oaks, 

And cracking nuts, and cracking jokes, 
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And tarning out the toes, and tiltings^ 
And jonsts, and jonmeTings, and jiltings. 
Lord I what a stern and stunning rout, 
As tall Adventure iftrode about, 
Kangthrovighthelandl for there were duels 
For love of dames, and love of jewels ; 
And steeds, that earned knight and prince 
As never steeds have carried since ; 
And heavy lords, and heavy lances; 
And strange, unfashicMiable dances; 
And endless bustle and turmoil 
In vain disputes for fame or c^iL 
Manners and roads wwe very rough ; 
Armour and beeves were very tough ; 
And then— the brightest figures far 
In din or dinner, peace or war — 
Dwarfs sang to ladies in their teens, 
And giants grew as thick as beans I 

One of these worthies, in my verse, 
I mean, O Olio I to rehearse : 
He was much talked of in his time, 
And sung of too in monkish rhyme ; 
So, lest my pen should chance to err, 
ril quote his ancient chronicler. 
Thus Friar Joseph paints my hero : — 

^^ Addictus ccBdibus et merOy 
Imp2vidu%y luxuriosus^ 



Pre€€8, jejuniaque perotttSj 
Met urn ubique vuUujaetans^ 
Boves vMque manu maetansj 
Tauroa pro coma vorans^ post has 
Libenter edens ptieroa tostos^ 
Anglorumy et (ni/allit error) 
Ipnus Regis scspe terror, 
Equorum equitumque captor, 
Incola rupis, ingens raptor 
Episcopalium honorum, 
LamnatuB hoatis MonaeJ^orumP* 

Sach was his ealogy I The fact is, 
He had a most outrageous practice 
Of running riot, bullying, beating. 
Behaving rudely, killing, eating ; 
He wore a black beard, like a Jew's, 
And stood twelve feet without his shoes ; 
He used to sleep through half the day, 
And then went out to kill and slay ; 
At night he drank a deal of grog, 
And slept again ; — ^his name was Goo. 

He was the son of Gorboduc, 

And was a boy of monstrous pluck ; 

For once, when in a morning early 

He happemed to be bruising barley, 

A knight came by with sword and spear, 

And halted in his mid-career : 

The youngster looked so short and pliant, 
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lie never dreamed he was a giant, 
And so he palled up with a jerk, 
And called young bruiser from his work : 
*' Friend, can you lead me by the rein 
To Master Gorboduc's domain ? 
I mean to stop the country*8 fears. 
And knock his house about his ears I" 
The urchin chuckled at the joke. 
And grinned acutely as he spoke: 
'* Sir Knight, I'll do it if I can; 
Just get behind me in my pan ; 
I'm off— I stop but once to bait, 
I'll set you down before the gate." 
8ir Lolly swallowed all the twang, 
lie leaped into the mortar — ^bangl 
And when he saw him in the vessel, 
Gog beat his brains out with the pestle. 

This was esteemed a clever hit. 
And showed the stripling had a wit; 
Therefore his father spared no arts 
To cultivate such brilliant parts. 
Xo giant ever went before 
Beyond his " two and two make four," 
But Gog possessed a mind gigantic. 
And grasped a learning quite romantic. 
'Tis certain that he used to sport 
The language that they spoke at court; 
1 something of a jaunty air, 
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That men so tall can seldom wear ; 

Unless he chanced to need some viotualsy 

He was a pleasant match at skittles ; 

^Vnd if he conld have found a horse 

To bear him through a single course, 

I think he might have brought the weight 

'Gainst all that Britain counted great. 

In physic he was sage indeed, 

lie used to blister and to bleed, 

Made up strange plasters — had been known 

To amputate or set a bone. 

And had a notable device 

For curing colic in a trice 

By making patients jump a wall. 

And get a most salubrious fall. 

Then in philosophy, 'twas said. 

He got new fancies in his head ; 

Had reckonings of the sea's profundity. 

And dreams about the earth's rotundity ; 

In argument was quite a Grecian, 

And taught the doctrine of cohesion. 

This knowledge, as one often sees, 

Softened his manners by degrees ; 

lie came to have a nicer maw. 

And seldom ate his mutton raw ; 

And if he had upon his board 

At once a peasant and a lord, 

lie called tlie lord his dainty meat, 

And had him devilled for a treat. 
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Old Gorboduc, the legends say, 
Happened to go to pot one day ; 
Tlie how and why remains a question ; 
Some say he died of indigestion 
From swallowing a little boat 
In drinking dry Sir Toby's moat. 
Others assert that Dame Ulrica 
(Whom he confined beneath a beaker, 
Having removed her from her cottage 
To stew her in a mess of pottage) 
Upset her prison in the night, 
And played Ulysses out of spite. 
So that he woke in great surprise 
With two sharp needles in his eyes. 
Perhaps Ulrica may have lied ; 
At all events — the giant died, 
Bequeathing to his son and heir. 
Illustrious Gog, the pious care 
To lord it o'er his goods and chattels. 
And wield his club and fight his battles. 

'T would take an Iliad, Sirs, to tell 

The numerous feats on flood and fell. 

At which my hero tried his hand ; 

He was the terror of the land, 

And did a thousand humorous things, 

Fit to delight the ear of kings ; 

I cull what I consider best, 

A nd pass in silence o'er the rest. 
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There was a Lady sent fi*oin Wales, 
With qniet sea, and favouring gales, 
To land upon the English shore, 
And marry with Sir Paladore. 
It seems she sailed from Milford Haven, 
On board the Bittern, Captain Craven, 
And smiles, and nods, and gratulation, 
Attended on her embarkation. 
But when the ship got out from land. 
The Captain took her by the hand. 
And with a brace of shocking oaths. 
He led her to her chest of clothes. 
They paused 1 — he scratching at his chin. 
As if much puzzled to begin : 
She o'er the box in stupor leaning. 
As if she couldn't guess his meaning. 

Then thus the rogue the silence broke — 

His whiskers wriggled as he spoke : — 

" Look out an extra gown and shift ; 

You're going to be turned adrift ; 

As many gewgaws as you please, 

Only don't bounce upon your knees ; 

It's very fine, but don't amuse, 

And isn't of the smallest use. 

Ho there I above I put down the boat I — 

In half an hour you'll be afloat; 

I wouldn't have you lose a minute ; — 

Tljore — put a little victuals in it; — 
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You think I'm playing off a sham, 
But — split my vitals if I am I" 

Struggling and tears in vain were tried, 

He hauled her to the vessel's side, 

And still the horrid hrnte ran on, 

Exclaiming in ferocious tone — 

" You needn't hollow to the crew. 

Be quiet, it will never do ; — 

Pray spare your hreath ; come wind and weather, 

We all are sworn to this together 1 

Don't talk us round! 'cause why? you can't! — 

Oh ! sink my timbers if we an't ! 

So — gently I — mind your footing — there! 

You'll find the weather very fair ; 

You'd better keep a sharp look-out, 

There are some ugly reefs about ; 

Stay ! — what provision have they made ye ? 

I wouldn't have ye famished, Lady I 

Dick ! lend a hand, ye staring oaf. 

And heave us down another loaf ; 

Here are two bustards — take 'em both ; 

You've got a famous pot of broth ; 

You'd better use the sculls — you'll find 

You've got a deuced little wind ; 

Kow ! — don't stand blubbering at me. 

But trim the boat and put to sea." — 

lie spoke ! regardless of her moan. 

They left her in the boat, alone ! 



ooe. 91 

According to our modem creed, 
It was a cruel thing, indeed; 
Unless some villain bribed them to it, 
I canH conceive what made them do it. 

It was a very cruel thing I — 
She was the daughter of a king ; 
Though it appears that kings were then 
But little more than common men. 
She was a handsome girl withal. 
Well formed, majestic, rather tall ; 
She had dark eyes (I like them dark), 
And in them was an angry spark, 
That came, and went, and came again, 
Like lightning in the pause of rain ; 
Her robe adorned, but not concealed. 
The shape it shrouded, yet revealed ; 
It chanced her ivory neck was bare. 
But clusters rich of jetty hair 
Lay like a garment scattered there ; 
She had upon her pale white brow 
A look of pride, that, even now 
Gazed round upon her solitude. 
Hopeless perhaps, but unsubdued. 
As if she thought the dashing wave. 
That swelled beneath, was bom her slave. 

She felt not yet a touch of fear, 

But didn't know which way to steer ; 
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She thought it prudent to get back : 
The wind due east ! — she said she'd tack; 
And, though she had a tinge of doubt, 
She laughed, and put the helm about. 

The wind went down — a plaguy calm ; 

The Princess felt a rising qualm ; 

The boat lay sleeping on the sea, 

The sky looked blue, — and so did she I 

The night came on, and still the gale 

Breathed vainly on her leather sail ; 

It scarcely would have stirred a feather : 

Heaven and her hopes grew dark together; 

She slept ! — I don't know how she dined, — 

And light returned and brought no wind ; 

She seized her oars at break of day. 

And thought she made a little way ; 

The skin was rubbed from off her thumb, 

And she had no Diaculura 

(Diaculum, my story says, 

Was not invented in those days) ; 

At last, not being used to pull. 

She lost her temper — and her scull. 

A long long time becalmed she lay; 
And still untired, from day to day 
She formed a thousand anxious wishes. 
And bit licr nails, and watched the fishes ; 
To give it up she still was loath; — 
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She ate the bnstards and the broth; 

And when they failed, she sighed and said, 

"I'll make my dinner on the bread I" 

She ate the bread, and thought with sorrow, 

" There's nothing left me for to-morrow I" 

She pulled her lover's letter out. 
And turned its vellum leaves about ; 
It was a billet-doux of fire. 
Scarce thicker than a modem quire ; 
And thus it ran — ^^ I never 9uppe 
Because mine heatte dothe eatte me tippe; 
And ehe^ dear Loue^ I never dine, 
Nor drinJce atte Courte a cuppe of wine; 
For daye and nighte, I telle you true, 
If cede uponne my Louefor you^ 
Alas I that Lady fair, who long 
Had felt her hunger rather strong 
Said (and her eye with tears was dim), 
** I've no such solid love for him I" 
And so she thought it might be better 
To sup upon her lover's letter. . 

She ate the treasure quite or nearly, 
From ^^Beauteous Queen I" to " yours sincerely;** 
She thought upon her father's crown. 
And then despair came o'er her I^lown 
Upon the bottom^boards she lay. 
And veiled her from the look of day; 
Vol. I.— 7 
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The sea-birds flapped their wings, and she 
Looked out npon the tumbling sea ; 
And there was nothing on its face 
But wide, interminable space, 
And so she gave a piteous cry — 
The murmuring waters made reply I 

Alas I another morning came, 

And brought no food I — ^the hapless dame 

Thought, as she watched the lifeless sail, 

That she should die "withouten fail;" 

Another mom — and not a whiff! 

The Lady grew so weak and stiff 

That she could hardly move her stumps ; 

At last she fed upon her pumps I 

And called upon her absent Lord, 

And thought of going overboard : 

As the dusk evening veiled the sky. 

She said, " I'm ready now to die I" 

She saw the dim light fade away. 

And fainted, as she kneeled to pray. 

I sing not where and how the boat 
With its pale load contrived to float, 
Kor how it struck off Hartland Point, 
And 'gan to leak at every joint ; 
'Twill be enough, I think, to tell ye 
Linda was shaken to a jelly. 
And when she woke from her long sleep, 
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Was lying in the Giant's keep, 
While at a distance, like a log, 
Iler captor snored — ^prodigious Qog I 

He spared as yet his captive's life ; 

She wasn't ready for the knife. 

For toil, and famine, and the sun 

Had worn her to a skeleton ; 

He kept her carefully in view. 

And fed her for a week or two ; 

Then, in a sudden hungry freak, 

Ho felt her arm, and neck, and cheek, 

And being rather short of meat, 

Cried out that she was fit to eat. 

The monster saw the bright dark eye 

That met his purpose fearlessly ; 

He saw the form that did not quail. 

He saw the look that did not fail. 

And the white arm that tranquil lay. 

And never stirred to stop or stay ; 

He changed his mind, — threw down the knife. 

And swore that she should be his wife. 

Linda, like many a modem Miss, 
Began to veer about at this ; 
Slie feared not roasting I but a ring I— 
O Lord, 'twas quite another thing ; 
She'd rather far be fried, than tied, 
And make a sausage, than a bride ; 
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She had no hand at argument, 
And so she tried to circumvent.* 
"My Lord," said she, "I know a plaster, 
The which before my sad disaster 
I kept most carefully in store 
For my own knight, Sir Paladore ; 
It is a mixture mild and thin ; 
But when 'tis spread upon the skin. 
It makes a surface white as snow 
Sword-proof thenceforth from top to toe ; 
IVe sworn to wed with none, my Lord, 
Who can be harmed by human sword. 
The ointment shall be yours ! I'll make it, 
Mash it and mix it, rub and bake it ; 
You look astonished I^— you shall see, 
And try its power upon me." 

She bruised some herbs ; to make them hot 
She put them in the Giant's pot ; 
Some mystic word she uttered there. 
But whether they were chann or prayer 
The convent legend hath not said ; 
A little of the salve she spread 



► The latter part of Linda's history 
la Arlosto's work is an ingredieD^; 
I can't imagine how my monks and he 

Happened to hit upon the same expedient : 
You'll find it in " Orlando Furioso;" 
Bat Mr. Hoole's translation is bat so so. 
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Upon her neck, and then she stood 

la reverential attitude, 

With head hent down, and lips compressed, 

And hands enfolded on her breast ; 

" Strike I" and the stroke in thunder fell 

Full on the neck that met it well ; 

" Strike I" the red blood started out, 

Like water from a water-spout ; 

A moment's space — and down it sunk. 

That headless, pale, and quivering trunk. 

And the small head with its gory wave 

Flew in wild eddies round the cave. 

You think I shouldn't laugh at this; 
You know not that a scene of bliss 
To close my song, is yet in store ; 
For Merlin to Sir Paladore 
The head and trunk in air conveyed, 
And spoke some magic words, and made, 
By one brief fillip of his wand. 
The happiest pair in all the land* 

The Giant — ^but I think I've done 
Enough of him for Canto One. 
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The mom is laughing in the sky, 
The sun hath riBen jocondly, 
Brightly the dancing beam hath shone 
On the cottage of day and the abbey of stone; 
As on the redolent air they float, 
The songs of the birds have a gayer note, 
And the fall of the waters hath breathed aronnd 
A purer breath and a sweeter sonnd; 
And why is Nature so richly dressed 
lu the flowery garb she loveth best? 
Peasant and monk wiU tell yon the tale I 
There is a wedding in Nithys-dale. 

With liis green vest around him flung, 
His bugle o'er his shoulders hung, 
And roses blushing in his hfdr, 
The Minstrel-Boy is waiting there ! 
O'er his young cheek and earnest brow 
Pleasure hath spread a warmer glow, 
And love his fervid look hath dight 
In something of ethereal light : 
And still the Minstrel's pale blue eye 
Is looking out impatiently 
To see his glad and tender bride 
Come dancing o'er the hillock's side ; 



V 
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For look! the snn^s all-cbeering raj 
Shines prondly on a joyons day; 
And, ere his setting, young Le Fraile 
Shall wed the Lily of Nithys-dale. 

A moment, and he saw her come, 

That maiden, from her latticed home, 

With eyes all love, and lips apart, 

And faltering step, and beating heart. 

She came, and joined her cheek to his 

In one prolonged and rapturous kiss, 

And while it thrilled through heart and limb 

The world was nought to her or him I 

Fair was the boy; a woman's grace 

Beamed o'er his figure and his face ; 

His red lips had a maiden's pout, 

And his light eyes looked sweetly out, 

Scattering a thousand vivid flashes 

Beneath their long and jetty lashes ; — 

And she, the still and timid bride 

That clung so fondly to his side. 

Might well have seemed, to Fancy's sight. 

Some slender thing of air or light I 

So white an arm, so pale a cheek, 

A look so eloquently meek, 

A neck of such a marble hue. 

An eye of such transparent blue, 

Goald never, never, take their birth 

From parentage of solid earth I 
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He that had iea roho d iieiir En^aad roirad 
A loyelier pair bad never frand 
Than that IGnatrel-Boyf the yoong Le Eraik^ 
And Alice, the LU7 of Unthya-dale I 

Hark! hark I a sound 1 — itflieaalong^ 
How fearltallj! — a trembling throng 
Come round the bride in wild amaze, 
All ear and eje to hear and gaze; 
Again it came, that sound of w<»der, 
Eolling along like distant thunder; 
^^ That barbarous growl, that horrid noise — 
Was it indeed a human voice? 
The man must have a thousand tongues, 
And beUows of brass by way of lungs P' 
Each to his friend, in monstrous fuss, 
The staring peasants whispered thus : — 
*' Hark I hark! another echoing shout I" 
And, as the boobies stared about, 
Just leaping o'er a mountain's brow, 
They saw the Brute that made the row ; 
Two meadows and a little bog 
Divided them from cruel Gog I 

Maiden and matron, boy and man, 
You can't conceive how fast they ran I 
And as they scampered, you might hear 
A thousand sounds of pain and fear. 
" I get so tired."—" Where's my son ?"— 
^^ How fast the horrid beast comes on I"-— 
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" What plaguy teeth I"—" You heard him roar? 

I never puffed so much before I" 

"I can't imagine what to do I" — 

" Whom has he caught ?" — " I've lost my shoe !" 

" Oh ! I'm a sinful"—" Father Joe, 

Do just absolve me as we go I" 

"Absolve you here? pray hold your pother; 

I wouldn't do it for my mother I 

A pretty time to stop and shrive, 

Zounds, we shall all be broiled alive I 

I feel the spit I" — "Nay, Father, nay, 

Don't talk in such a horrid way 1" — 

" O mighty Love, to thee I bow I 

Oh I give me wings, and save me nowl'-— 

"A lag for Love 1"— "Don't talk of figs! 

He'll stick us all like sucking pigs, 

Or skin us like a dish of eels" — 

" Run — run — ^he's just upon your heels I" — 

" I promise the Abbey a silver cup, 

Holy St. Jerome, trip him up I" — 

"I promise the Abbey a silver crown I 

Holy St. Jerome, knock him down!" — 

The Monster came, and singled out 

The tenderest bit in all the rout ; 

Spite of her weeping and her charms, 

He tore her from her lover's arms : 

Woe for that hapless Minstrel-Boy I 

Where is his pride — ^his hope — ^his joy ? 

His eye is wet, his cheek is pale ; 

He hath lost the Lily of Nithys-dale I 
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It chanced that day two travelling folk 

Had spread their cloth beneath an oak, 

And sat them gayly down to dine 

On good fat buck and ruddy wine. 

One was a Friar, fat and sleek, 

With pimpled nose and rosy cheek. 

And belly, whose capacious paunch 

Told tales of many a buried haunch. 

He was no Stoic! — In his eye 

Frolic fought hard with gravity : 

And though he strove in conversation 

To talj^^ best beseemed his station, 

Yet did he make some little slips ; 

And in the corners of his lips 

There were some sly officious dimples, 

Which spake no love for roots and simples. 

The other was a hardy Knight, 

Caparisoned for instant fight ; 

You might have deemed him framed of stone, 

So huge he was of limb and bone ; 

Ilis short black hair, unmixed with gray, 

Curled closely on his forehead lay ; 

His brow was swarthy, and a scar. 

Not planted there in recent war. 

Had drawn one long and blushing streak 

Over the darkness of his cheek ; 

The warrior's voice was full and bold. 

His gorgeous arms were rich with gold ; 

But weaker shoulders soon would fail 
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Beneath that cumbrous massof mail ; 
Yet from his bearing you might guess 
He oft had worn a softer dress, 
And laid aside that nodding crest 
To lap his head on lady's breast. 

The meal of course was short and hasty, 

And they had half got through the pasty, 

When hark! — a shriek rung loud and shrill ; 

The churchman jumped, and dropped the gill; 

The soldier started from the board, 

And twined his hand around his sword, j 

While they stood wondering at the din, 

The Minstrel-Boy came running in ; 

With trembling frame and rueful face 

lie bent his knee, and told his case : — 

" The Monster's might away hath riven 

My bUss on earth, my hope in Heaven ; 

And there is nothing left me now 

But doubt above, and grief below I 

My heart and hers together fly. 

And she must live, or I must die ! 

Look at the caitiflTs face of pride. 

Look at his long and haughty stride ; 

Look how he bears her o'er hill and vale, 

My Beauty, the Lily of Nithys-dalel" 

They gazed around them ; — Monk and Knight 
Were startled at that awful sight I 
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They never had the smallest notion 

How vast twelve feet would look in motion. 

Dark as the midnight's deepest gloom, 

Swift as the breath of the Simoom, 

That hill of flesh was moving on ; 

And oh I the sight of horror won 

A shriek from all our three beholders — 

He bore the maid upon his shoulders I 

"Now," said the Knight, "by all the fame 

That ever clung to Arthur's name, 

I'll do it — or I'll try, at least, 

To win her from that monstrous Beast." 

"Sir," said the Friar to the Knight, 

" Success will wait upon the right ; 

I feel much pity for the youth. 

And though, to tell the honest truth, 

I'm rather used to drink than slay, 

I'll aid you here as best I may I" 

They bade the minstrel blow a blast. 

To stop the monster as he passed ; 

Gog was quite puzzled I — " Zounds — I'feg I 

My friend— piano / — let me beg I" 

Then in a rage towards the place 

lie strode along a rattling pace ; 

Firm on the ground his foot he planted. 

And " wondered what the deuce they wanted 

No blockhead was that holy man, 

He cleared his throat, and thus began: — 
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" Opemme! — ^that is, I pray, 

Diseede — signifying, stay! 

Damno — that is, before you go. 

Sis comes in eonvivio ; 

Abi — that is, set down the lass ; 

Monstrum — that is, you'll take a glass? 

Oh, holy Church I — that is, I swear 

You never looked on nicer fare ; 

Jnforme — horridum — inmane t 

That is, the wine's as good as any ; 

Apage ! — exorcizo te ! 

That is, it came from Burgundy ; 

"We both are anxious — execrande ! 

To drink your health — abominande ! 

And then my comrade means to put 

His falchion through your occiput /" 

The Giant stared (and who would uot?) 

To find a monk so wondrous hot ; 

So fierce a stare you never saw ; 

At last the brute's p(Mi«ntous jaw 

8wung like a massy creaking hinge. 

And then, beneath its shaggy fringe 

Rolling about each wondrous eye, 

lie scratched his beard and made reply : — 

" Bold is the Monk, and bold the Knight, 

That wishes with Gog to drink, or fight, . 

For I have been from east to west. 

And battled with King Arthur's best, 

And never found I friend or foe 
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To stand my cup— or bear my blow I" 
"Most puissant Gog! altbongb I burst," 
Exclaimed the Monk, "I'll do the first;" 
And ere a moment could be reckoned, 
The Knight chimed in — " I'll try the second." 

Tlie Giant, ere he did the job, 
Took a huge chain from out his fob : 
He bound his captive to a tree ; 
And young Le FraOe came silently, 
And marked how all her senses slept. 
And leaned upon her brow, and wept ; 
He kissed her lip, but her lip was grown 
As coldly white as a marble stone ; 
He met her eye, but its vacant gaze 
Had not the light of its living rays; 
Yet still that trembling lover pressed 
The maiden to his throbbing breast. 
Till consciousness returned again, 
And the tears flowed out like summer rain ; 
There was the bliss of a hundred years 
In the rush of those delicious tears I 

The helm from off the Warrior's head 

Is doffed to bear the liquor red : 

That casque, I trow, is deep and high, 

But the Monk and the Giant shall drain it dry; 

And which of the two, when the feat is done, 

Shall keep his legs at set of sun? 
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They filled to tlie brim that helm of gold, 
And the Monk hath drained its ample hold ; 
Silent and slow the liquor fell 
As into some capacioas well : 
Tranquilly flowing down it went, 
And made no noise in its long descent ; 
And it leaves no trace of its passage now, 
But the stain on his lip, and the flush on his 

brow. 
They filled to the brim that helm of gold. 
And the Giant hath drained its ample hold ; 
Through his dark jaws the purple ocean 
Kan with a swift and restless motion. 
And the roar that heralded on its track 
Seemed like the burst of a cataract. 
Twice for each was the fountain filled. 
Twice by each was the red flood swilled ; 
The Monk is as straight as a poplar-tree, 
Gog is as giddy as Gog may be ! 

" Now try we a buffet!" exclaimed the Knight, 

And rose collected in his might, 

Crossing his arms, and clinching his hand. 

And fixing his feet on their firmest stand. 

The Giant struck a terrible stroke. 

But it lighted on the forest-oak; 

And bough and branch of the ancient tree 

Shook, as he smote it, wondrously : 

His gauntleted hand the Warrior tried; 
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Fall it fell on tho Giant^s side ; 

He sank to earth with a hideons shock, 

Like the ruin of a cmmbling rock, 

And that qnivering mass was senseless laid 

In the pit its sndden fall had made. 

That stranger Knight hath gone to the tree 
To set the trembling captive free ; 
Thrice hath he smitten with might and main, 
And bnrst the lock, and shivered the chain ; 
But the knotty trunk, as the warrior strove, 
Wrenched from his hand the iron glove, 
And they saw the gem on his finger's ring. 
And they bent the knee to England's King. 
" Up ! up !" he said, " for the sun hath passoc 
The shadows of night are falling fast. 
And still the wedding shall be to-day. 
And a King shall give the bride away 1" 

The abbey bells are ringing 

With a merry, merry tone ; 
And the happy boors are singing 
With a music all their own ; 
Joy came in the morning, and fled at noon ; 
But he smiles again by the light of the moon : 
That Minstrel-Boy, the young Le Fraile, 
Hath wedded the Lily of Nithys-dale ! 

(Btok, 1821.) 
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THE TROUBADOUR. 



**LeTronbadoiir 
Brulant d^amonr.'" 

Fbskou Ballaou 



CANTO I. 

In sooth it was a glorious day 

For vassal and for Lord, 
When OoBur de Lion had the sway 

In battle and at board. 
He was indeed a royal one, 

A Prince of Paladins ; 
Hero of triumph and of tun, 
Of noisy fray and noisy fun. 

Broad shoulders and broad grins. 
You might have looked from east to west, 

And then from north to south. 
And never found an ampler breast, 

Never an ampler mouth, 
A softer tone for lady's ear, 

A dantier lip for sirup. 
Or a ruder gras]) for axe and spear, 

Or a firmer foot in stirrup. 
You L-8 



no 



A ponderooB thmg was Biduwd'soH^ 

And 80 WM Bibhttrd^B bool; 
And Saneens and fiqiior nsDj 

THiare'ar he set his foot 
So fiddfing here, and fighting tiiere^ 

And mnrdering time and timey 
With rtordj limh, and fiatitosB air, 
And gannlleted hand^ and jewdled hair, 

Half monarch, half bnfibon. 
He turned awaj from feast to firaj» 

From qaarrelling to qnafiSng, 
So great in prowess and in pranks^ 
So fierce and fimnj in the ranks, 
That Sala^Un the Soldan said, 
Whene'er that mad-cap Bichard led, 
Alia ! he held his breath for dread. 

And burst his ndes for laughing ! 

At court, the hnmoxir of a king 
Is always voted " quite the thing ;'* 
Morals and cloaks are loose or laced 
According to the Soyeregn's taste, 
And belles and banquets both are dressed 
Just as his nuyestj thinks best. 
Of course in that delightful age, 

When Richard ruled the roast, 
Cracking of craniums was the rage. 

And beauty was the toast. 
Ay! all was laugh, and life, and love ; 
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And lips and shrines were kissed ; 
And vows were ventured in the grove, 

And lances in the list ; 
And boys roamed ont in sunny weather 
To weave a wreath and rhyme together, 
While dames in silence, and in satin, 
Lay listening to the soft French-Latin, 
And flung their sashes and their sighs 
From odour-breathing balconies. 

From these bright days of love and glory 

I take the hero of my story. 

A wandering Troubadour was he ; 

He bore a name of high degree. 

And learned betimes to slay and sue. 

As knights of high degree should do. 

While vigour nerved his buoyant arm. 

And youth was his to cheat and charm. 

Being immensely fond of dancing, 

And somewhat given to romancing. 

He roamed about through towers and towns. 

Apostrophizing smiles and frowns, 

Singing sweet staves to beads and bonnets. 

And dying day by day, in sonnets. 

Flippant and fair, and fool enough. 

And careless where he met rebuft^ 

Poco-curante in all cases 

Of furious foes, or pretty faces, 

AN ith laughing lip, and jocund eye, 
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And studied teir, and pnetiaed mi^ 
And ready swofd, and readj TBiae^ 
And store of dncato in bkpone^ 
He sinned few crimefl^ lored maiij timei^ 
And wrote a hundred thonaand rbyinaa ! 

Summers twice tofjbt had paaaed awaj 
Since in his muaeHi anna he lay, 

A rosy, roaring child, 
IHiile all aronnd waa nouj ndrth. 
And logs blazed op i^oa tiie health, 

And bonfirea on the wild ; 
And Tassals drank the brown bowl d^f. 
And consins knew ^ the mother^ V^** 
And wrinkled oronee apoike profdiM^, 

And his brave &ther Bonled. 
Summers twice eight had paaeed awaj; 
His sire's thin locks grew very graj; 
He lost his song, and then hia ahont^ 
And seldom saw his botde onL 
Then all the menials straight began 
To sorrow for "the poor old man," 
Took thought about his shirts and shoe-ties. 
And pestered him with love and duties. 
Young Roger laced a crimson row 
Of cushions on his saddle-bow ; 
Eed Wyke at Christmas mingled np 
More sugar in the wassail-cap ; 
Fair Margaret laid finer sheets; 



I 
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Fat Catliarine served richer sweets ; 

And all, from scullion up to squire, 

Who stirred his cup of kitchen fire, 

Seemed hy their doings to determine 

The knight should ne'er be food for vermin. 

All would not do ; the knight grew thinner, 

And loved his bed, and loathed his dinner ; 

And when he muttered — *^ Becket — beast, 

Bring me the posset — and a priest," 

Becket looked grave, and said, "Good lack!" 

And went to ask the price of black. 

Masses and medicines both were bought, 
Masses and medicines both were naught ; 

Sir Hubert's race was run ; 
As best beseemed a warrior tall. 
He died within his ancient hall : 
And he was blest by Father Paul, 

And buried by his son. 
'Twere long to tell the motley gear 
That waited on Sir Hubert's bier ; 

For twenty good miles round 
Maiden and matron, knave and knight, 
All rode or rati to see the sight ; 

Yeomen with horse and hound. 
Gossips in grief and grogram clad. 
Young warriors galloping like mad. 
Priors and peddlers, pigs and pyxes, 
Cooks, chorist-ers, and crucifixes, 
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Wild urchins cutting jokes and capers, 
And taper shapes, and shapely tapers. 
The mighty barons of the land 
Brought pain in heart, and four-in-hand ; 
And village maids, with looks of woe, 
Turned out their mourning, and their toe. 
The bell was rung, the hymn was sung, 
On the oak chest the dust was flung ; 
And then, beneath the chapel-stones, 
With a gilt scutcheon o'er his bones. 
Escaped from feather-beds and fidget, 
Sir Hubert slept with Lady Bridget. 

The mob departed : cold and cloud 
Shed on the vault there icy shroud, 

And night came dark and dreary ; 
But there young Vidal lingered still, 
And kept his fast, and wept his fill. 
Though the wind in the chapel was very chill. 

And Yidal very weary. 
Low moaned the bell ; the torch-light fell 

In fitful and faint flashes ; 
And he lay on the stones, where his father's 
bones 

Were mouldering now to ashes ; 
And vowed to be, on earth and sea. 

Whatever stars shone o'er him, 
A trusty knight, in love and flght. 

As his father had been before him. 
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Then in tlie silence of the niglit 
Passionate grief was his delight ; 
He thought of all the brave and fair 
"WTio slept their shadowy slumber there ; 
And that sweet dotage held him long, 
Ere sorrow found her voice in song. 

It was an ancient thing — a song. 

His heart had sung in other years, 
"WTien boyhood had its idle throng 

Of guiltless smiles, and guileless tears ; 
But never had its mctsic seemed 

So sweet to him, as when to-night, 
All lorn and lone, he kneeled and dreamed. 

Before the taper's holy light. 
Of many and mystenous things, 
His cradle's early visitings, 
The melancholy tones, that blest 
The pillow of his sinless rest, 
The melody, whose magic numbers 
Broke in by snatches on his slumbers, 
When earth appeared so brightly dim. 
And all was bliss, and all for him. 
And every sight and every sound 
Had heaven's own day-light flowing round. 

" My mother's grave, my mother's grave I 

Oh ! dreamless is her slumber there. 
And drowsily the banners wave 
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O'er hefT that was so chaste and fair ; 
Yea! love is dead, and memory faded I 
But when the dew is on the brake, 

And silence sleeps on earth and sea. 
And mourners weep, and ghosts awake, 
Oh I then she cometh back to me, 
In her cold beauty darkly shaded I 

'* I cannot guess her face or form ; 

But what to me is form or face ? 
I do not ask the weary worm 

To give me back each buried grace 
Of glistening eyes, or trailing tresses ! 

I only feel that she is here. 
And that we meet, and that we part; 

And that I drink within mine ear, 
And that I clasp around my heart, 
Her sweet still voice, and soft caresses I 

" Not in the waking thought by day, 

Not in the sightless dream by night, 
Do the mild tones and glances play, 

Of her who was my cradle's light I 
But in some twilight of calm weather 

She glides, by fancy dimly wrought, 
A glittering cloud, a darkling beam, 

With all the quiet of a thought. 
And all the passion of a dream, 
linked in a golden spell together I" 
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Oh ! Vidal's very soul did weep 

Whene'er that music, like a charm, 
Brought back from their unlistenihg sleep 

The kissing lip and clasping arm. 
But quiet tears are worth, to some, 
The richest smiles in Christendom ; 
And Vidal, though in folly's ring 
He seemed so weak and wild a thing, 
Had yet an hour, when none were by. 
For reason's thought, and passion's sigh. 
And knew and felt, in heart and brain, 
The Paradise of buried pain I 

And Vidal rose at break of day, 

And found his heart unbroken ; 
And told his beads, and went away. 

On a steed he had bespoken ; 
His bonnet he drew his eyelids o'er. 

For tears were like to blind him ; 
And he spurred Sir Guy o'er mount and moor. 
With a long dull journey all before. 

And a short gay squire behind him. 
And the neighbourhood much marvel had ; 

And all who saw did say. 
The weather and the roads were bad, 
And either Vidal had run mad. 

Or Guy had run away 1 
Oh ! when a cheek is to be dried, 

All pharmacy is folly ; 
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And Vidal knew, for he had tried, 
Tliere's nothing like a rattling ride 
For curing melancholy ! 

Tliree days he rode all mad and mute ; 

And when the sun did pass, 
Three nights he supped upon dry fruit, 

And slept upon wet grass. 
Beneath an oak, whose hundred years 
Had formed fit shade for talk or tears. 
On the fourth day he lay at noon, 
And put his gilt guitar in tune ; 

When suddenly swept hy, 
In gold and silver all arrayed, 
A most resplendent cavalcade ; 
Baron and Beauty, Knave and Knight, 
And lips of love, and eyes of light. 

All blendod dazzlingly. 
Ah ! all the world that day came out, 
AYith horse and horn, and song and shout ; 
And belles and bouquets gayly bloomed, 
And all were proud, and all perfumed. 
And gallants, as the humour rose, 
Talked any nonsense that they chose. 
And damsels gave the reins for fun 
Alike to palfry and to pun. 
It chanced no lady had been thrown, 
No heir had cracked his collar-bone, 
So pleasure laughed on every check, 
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And natight, save saddles, dreamed of pique. 
And brightest of that brilliant train, 
With jewelled bit, and gilded rein, 
And pommel clothed in gorgeous netting. 
And courser daintily cm'vetting, 
Girt round with gallant Cavaliers, 
Some deep in love, and some in years. 
Half exquisites and half absurds. 
All babbling of their beasts and birds, 
Quite tired of trumpeting and talking, 
The Baroness returned from hawking. 

The Lady halted ; well she might ; 

For VidaLwas so fair. 

You would have thought some god of light 

Had walked to take the air ; 

Bare were both his delicate hands. 

And the hue on his cheek was high, 
As woman's when she understands 

Her first fond lover's sigh ; 
And desolate very, and very dumb. 

And rolling his eyes of blue, 
And rubbing his forehead, and biting his thumb, 

As lyrists and lovers do. 
Like Queen Titania's darling pet, 

Or Oberon's wickedest elf, 
He lay beside a rivulet, 

And looked beside himself ; 
And belles full blown, and beaux full dressed. 
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BtCKKl there with amirk and 8tnil*s, 
And iDfLoy & fii]ger^ ^nd manj a. jest^ 
Were pointed all the w^bile. 



ea Yidal came, and bent liia ktieea 

Before the Ladj there. 
And raised hia bonnet^ that the breea^ 

Might trifle with hia liair ; 
And (*aidi he was a nameless yonth, 
Iliid learned betimes to tell ttie tnitb. 
Could greet a friendj and grasp a foe, 
Could take i\ jofi't iinil ^iWe i\ blow^ ^ 

Had no idea of false pretences, 
Had lost his father, and his senses, 
Was travelling over land and sea, 
Armed with guitar and gallantry ; 
And if her will found aught of pleasure 
In trifling soul, and tinkling measure. 
He prayed that she would call her own 
His every thought, and every tone. 

"Bonne grace, good Mary, and sweet St. J 

That haughty dame did say ; 
A goodly quarry I have won. 

In this our sport to-day I 
A precious page is this of mine. 
To carve my meat, and pour my wine, 
To loose my greyhound^s rin^g chain, 
And hold my pidfrey^s gaudy rein, 
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And tell strange tales of mood j sprites, 
Around the hearth, on winter nights. 
Marry ! a wilful look, and wild ! 
But we shall tame the wayward child, 
And dress his roving locks demurely. 
And tie his jesses on securely." 

She took from out her garment's fold 
A dazzling gaud of twisted gold ; 

She raised him from his knee ; 
The diamond cross she gravely kissed, 
And twined the links around his wrist 

With such fine witchery, 
That there he kneeled, and met her glance 
In silence and a moveless trance. 
And saw no sight and heard no sound, 
And knew himself more firmly bound 
Than if a hundred weight of steel 
Had fettered him from head to heel. 

And from that moment Vidal gave 

His childish fancy up, 
Became her most peculiar slave. 
And wore her scarf, and whipped her knave. 

And filled her silver cup. 
She was a widow : on this earth 
It seemed her only task was mirth ; 
She had no nerves and no sensations ; 
No troubling friends Dor poor relations ; 
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No gnawing grief to feel a care for, 

Ko living soul to breathe a prayer for. 

Ten years ago her lord and master 

Had chanced upon a sad disaster ; 

One night his servants found him lying 

Speechless or senseless, dead or dying, 

With shivered sword and dabbled crest, 

And a small poinard in his breast, 

And nothing further to supply 

The slightest hint of how or why. 

As usual, in such horrid cases, 

The men made oath, the maids made faces ; 

All thought it most immensely funny 

The murderer should have left the money. 

And showed suspicions in dumb crambo. 

And buried him with fear and flambeau. 

Clotilda shrieked and swooned, of course, 

Grew very ill, and very hoarse. 

Put on a veil, put off a rout. 

Turned all her cooks and courtiers out, 

And lived two years on water-gruel. 

And drank no wine, and used no fuel. 

At last, when all the world had seen 

How very virtuous she had been, 

She left her chamber, dried her tears. 

Kept open house for Cavaliers, 

Kew furnished all the cobwebbed rooms, 

And burned a fortune in perfumes. 

She had seen six-and-thirty springs. 
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And still her blood's warm wanderings 

Told tales in every throbbing vein 

Of youth's high hope, and passion's reign, 

And dreams from which that lady's heart 

Had parted, or had seemed to part. 

She had no wiles from cunning France, 

Too cold to sing, too tall to dance ; 

But yet, where'er her footsteps went, 

She was the Queen of Merriment : 

She called the quickest at the table, 

For Courcy's song, or Oomine's fable, 

Bade Barons quarrel for her glove, 

And talked with Squires of ladie-love, 

And hawked and hunted in all weathers, 

And stood six feet — ^including feathers. 

Her suitors, men of swords and banners, 

Were very guarded in their manners^ 

And e'en when heated by the jorum 

Knew the strict limits of decorum. 

Well had Clotilda learned the glance » 

That checks a lover's first advance ; 

That brow to her was given 
That chills presumption in its birth, 
A.nd mars the madness of our mirth 
And wakes the reptile of the earth 

From the vision he hath of heaven. 
And yet for Vidal she could find 
N'o word or look that was not kind : 
With, him she walked in shine or shower, 



I 
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And quite forgot the ^nner-lioiir, 
And gazed upon him, till he smiled, 
As doth a mother on a child. 
Oh I when waa dream so pnrely dreamed I 
A mother and a child thej seemed : 
In warmer gnlse he loved her not ; — 

And i^ heneath the stars and moon, 
He lingered in some lonely spot 

To play her fond and favourite tone, 
And if he fed her petted mare, 
And made acquaintance with her bear, 
And kissed her hand whene'er she gave it, 
And kneeled him down sometimes, to crave it, 
'Twas partly pride, and partly jest. 

And partly 'twas a boyish whim. 
And that he liked to see the rest 

Look angrily on her and him. 
And that — ^in short, he was a boy, 
And doted on his last new toy. 

It chanced that late, one summer's gloaming, 
The Lady and the youth were roaming, 
In converse close of those and these, 
Beneath a long arcade of trees ; 
Tall trunks stood up on left and right. 
Like columns in the gloom of niglit, 
Breezeless and voiceless ; and on high. 
Where those eternal pillars ended, 
The silent boughs so closely blended 
Their mirk, unstirring majesty. 
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That Superstition well might run 

To wander there from twelve to one, 

And call strange shapes from heaven or hell 

Of cowl and candle, book and bell, 

And kneel as in the vaulted aisle 

Of some time-hononred Gothic pile 

To pay her weary worship there 

Of counted beads, and pattered prayer. 

Clotilda had, for once, the vaponrs. 
And when the stars lit np their tapers, 
She said that she was very weary — 
She liked the place, it was so dreary— 
The dew was down on gi*ass and floWer, 

'Twas very wet — 'twas very wrong — 
But she must rest for half an hour. 

And listen to another song. 

Then many*a tale did Vidal tell 

Of warrior's spear, and wizard's spell ; 

How that Sir Brian le Bleu had been 

Cup-bearer to a fairy queen ; 

And how that a hundred years did pass, 

And left his brow as smooth as glass ; 

Time on his form marked no decay. 

He stole not a single charm away. 

He could not blight 

That eye of light. 
Nor turn those raven ringlets gray. 
Vol. L— 9 
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But Brian's love for a mortal maid 

Was written and read in a magic sign, 
When Brian slipped on the moonlight glade, 

And spilled the fairy's odorons wine ; 
And she dipped her fingers in the can, 

And sprinkled him with seven sprinkles^ 
And he went from her presence a weary man, 

A withering lump of rhenm and wrinkles. 

And how that Satan made a hond 

With Armonell of Trebizond — 

A bond that was written at first in tears^ 

And torn at last in laughter — 
To be his slave for a thousand years^ 

And his sovereign ever after. 

And oh ! those years^ they fleeted fast. 
And a single year remained at last, 
A year for crouching and for crying. 
Between his frolic and his frying. 

"Toil yet another toil," quoth he, 

" Or else thy prey I will not be ; 

Come hither, come hither, servant mine. 

And call me back 

The faded track 
Of years nine hundred and ninety-nine I" 
And Satan hied to his home again 
On the wings of a blasting hurricane, 
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And left old Armonell to die, 
And sleep in the-odonr of sanctity. 

In mockery of the MinstrePs skill 
The Lady's brow grew darker still ; 

She trembled as she lay, 
And o'er her face, like fitful flame, 
The feverish coloiir went and came, 
And, in the pauses of the tune, 
Iler black eyes stared upon the moon 

With an unearthly ray^ 

" Good Yidal," — as she spoke she leant 
So wildly o'er the instrument 
That wondering Vidal started back. 
For fear the strings should go to wrack — 
" Good Vidal, I have read and heard 

Of many a haunted heath and dell, 
"Where potency of wand or w.ord. 

Or chanted rhyme, or written spell. 
Hath burst, in such an hour as this. 

The cerements of the rotting tomb, 
And waked from woe, or torn from bliss, 

The heritors of chill and gloom. 
Until they walked upon the earth, 
Unshrouded, in a ghastly mirth. 
And frightened men with soundless cries, 
And hueless cheeks, and rayless eyes. 
Such power there is ! — ^if such be thine, 
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Why, make to-night that sound or sigm ; 
And while the vapoury sky looks mirk 
In horror at our midnight work, 
We two will sit on two'^een knolls, 
And jest with unembodied souls, 
And mock at every moody sprite 
That wanders from his bed to-night." 

The boy jumped up in vast surprise, 
And rubbed his forehead and his eyes. 
And, quite unable to reflect. 
Made answer much to this effect : 
*' Lady I — ^the saints befriend a sinner I — 
Lady I — she drank too much at dinner! — 
I know a rhyme, and — ghosts forsooth I — 
I used to sing it in my youth ; 
'Twas taught me — curse my foolish vanity 1- 
By an old wizard — stark insanity I — 
"Who came from Tunis — 'tis the hock ! — 
At a great age and — twelve o'clock ! — 
He wore — O Lord ! — a painted girdle, 
For which they burnt him on a hurdle ' 
He had a charm, but — what the deuce 
It wasn't of the slightest use ; 
There's not a single ghost that cares 
For — mercy on me! how she stares!' 
And then again he sate him down, 
For fiercer fell Clotilda's frown. 
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And played, abominably ill, 
And horribly against his will. 

" Spirits, that walk and wail to-night, 

I feel, I feel that ye are near ; 
There is a mist npon my sight. 
There is a murmnr in mine ear. 
And a dark, dark dread 
Of the lonely dead. 
Creeps through the whispering atmosphere 

" Ye hover o'er the hoary trees. 

And the old oaks stand bereft and bare ; 
Ye hover o'er the moonlight seas. 

And the tall masts rot in the poisoned air ; 
Ye gaze on the gate 
Of earthly state. 
And the ban-dog shivers in silence there. 

" Come hither to me upon your cloud, 

And tell me of your bliss or pain. 
And let me see your shadowy shroud. 
And colourless lip, and bloodless vein ; 
Where do ye dwell. 
In heaven or hell ? 
And why do ye wander on earth again ? 

** Tell to me where and how ye died, 
Fell ye in darkness, or fell ye in day, 
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On lorn hiil-side, or roaring tide, 
In gorgeous feast, or rushing fray; 

By bowl or blow, 

From, friend or foe, 
Hiu-ried your angry souls away? 

*' Mute ye come, and mute ye pass, 

Your tale untold, your shrift unshriven ; 
But ye have blighted the pale grass, 

And scared the ghastly stars from heaven ; 
And guilt hath known 
Your voiceless moan, 
And felt that the blood is unforgiven I" . 

He paused ; for silently and slow 

The Lady left his side ; 
It seemed her blood had ceased to flow. 
For her cheek was as white as the morning 
snow, 

And the light of her eyes had died. 
She gazed upon some form of fright, — 
But it was not seen of Vidal's sight ; 
She drank some sound of hate or fear, — 
But it was not heard of Vidal's ear : 
*' Look I look I" she said; and Vidal spoke : 
*' AVhy 1 zounds ! it's nothing but an oak I" 

" Valence !" she muttered, " I will rise ; 
Ay I turn not those dead orbs on mine ; 
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Fearless to-night are these worn eyes, 

And nerveless is that ann of thine. 
Thrice hast thon fleeted o'er my path ; 

And I would hear thy dull lips say, 
Is it in sorrow, or in wrath, 

That thou dost haunt my lonely way ? 
Ay I frown not 1 Heaven may hlast me now, 

In this dark hour, in this cold spot ; 
And then — I can but be as thou, 

And hate thee still, and fear thee not I" 
She strode two steps, and stretched her hand 
In attitude of stern command ; 
The tremor of her voice and tread 
Had more of passion than of dread ; 
The net had parted from her hair, 
The locks fell down in the powerless air, 
Her frame with strange convulsion rocked — 
And Vidal was intensely shocked. 

The Lady drew a long, low sigh. 
As if some voice had made reply, 
Though Vidal could not catch a word, 
And thought it horribly absurd. 
** Remember it ? — avenging power I 

I ask no word, I need no sign. 
To teach me of that withering hour 

That linked this wasted hand in thine I 
He was not there I — I deemed him slain ; — 
And thine the guilt, — and mine the pain I 
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There are memorials of that day 
Which time shall never hlot away, 
Unheeded prayer, unpardoned sin, 
And smiles without, and flames within, 
And hroken heart, and ruined fame, 
And glutted hate, and dreaded shame. 
And late remorse, and dreams, and fearsj 
And hitter and enduring tear!" 

She listened there another space, 
And stirred no feature of her face. 
Though hig drops, ere she spoke again, 
Fell from her clammy brow like rain: 
At last she glanced a wilder stare, 
And stamped her foot, and tore her hair. 
" False fiend I thou liest, thou hast lied I 

He was, what thou couldst never be — 
In anguish true, in danger tried — 

Their friend to all — my god to me I 
He loved — as thou couldst never love — 

Long years — and not, till then, in guilt ; 
Nay I point not to the wailing grove, 

I know by whom the blood was spilt, 
I saw the tomb, and heard the knell. 

And life to me was lorn and blighted, — 
He died — and vengeance watches well I 

He died — and thou wert well requited!" 

^gin sh© listened ; — full five score 
T«i Bffgfc^ ^A^^ counted dwly o*er — 
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And then she laughed ; so fierce and shrill 

That laughter echoed o'er the hill, 

That Vidal deemed the very ground 

Did shake at its unearthly sound. 

" I do not tremble I be it so ! — 

Or here or there I in bliss or woe I — 

Yea I let it be I and we will meet, 

Where never ^" and at Vidal's feei 

She sank, as senseless and as cold 
As if her death were two days old ; 
And Vidal, who an hour before 
Had voted it a horrid bore, 
His silken sash with speed unlaced. 
And bound it rouiilPher neck and waist, 
And bore her to her castle-gate. 
And never stopped to rest or bait, 
Speeding as swiftly on his track 
As if nine fiends were at his back. 

Then rose from fifty furious lungs 
A Babel of discordant tongues : 
* Jesu I the Baroness is dead I" — 
Shouldn't her Ladyship be bled?"— 
Her fingers are as cold as stone I" — 
A.nd look how white her lips are grown I 
dreadful thing for all who love her I 
B ten to one she won't recover 1" — 
en ?" — " Did you ever, Mrs. Anne ? 
rogues against one honest man !" — 
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" How Master Vidal must have fought I 

It's what I never should have thought ; 

He seems the sickliest thing alive;" — 

" They say he killed and wounded ^ve !" — 

" Is Master Vidal killed and wounded ? 

I trust the story is unfounded I" — 

" I saw him on his legs just now," — 

" What I sawed his legs off? well, I vow" — 

" Peace, habhler, peace! you see you've shocked 

her! 
Help ! ho !"— " cold water for the Doctor I 
Her eyes are open !" — " how they blink I 

Why, Doctor, do you really think," 

" My Lord, we never think st all ; 

I'll trouble you to clear the hall, 

And check all tendency to riot, 

And keep the Castle very quiet ; 

Let none but little Bertha stay ; 

And — try to keep the Friar away I" 

Poor Vidal, who amid the rout 

Had crept in cautious silence out, 

Reeled to his chamber in the staggers, 

And thought of home, and dreamed of daggers. 

Day dawned : the Baroness was able 
To beam upon the breakfast-table. 
As well as could be well expected. 
Before the guests were half collected. 
** A fiiintiBg->tit; — a thing of coarse; — 
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In Booth it might have ended worse ; 
Exceedingly obliged to Vidal ; — 
Pray, had the groom repaired her bridle ? 
She walked too late ; — ^it was a warning ; 
And who was for the chase this morning ?" 

Days passed, and weeks : Clotilda's mien 

Was gay as it before had been, 

And only once or twice her glance 

Fell darkly on his countenance. 

And gazed into his eyes of blue, 

As if she read his young heart through : 

At length she* mildly hinted — " Surely 

Vidal was looking very poorly, — 

He never talked, — ^had parted quite 

With spirits, and with appetite ; 

She thought he wanted change of air ; — 

It was a shame to keep him there ; 

She had remarked the change with sorrow. 

And well, he should set out to-morrow." 

The morrow came, 'twas glorious weather, 

And all the household flocked togeth'^r 

To hold his stirrup and his rein. 

And say, "Heaven speed I" with might and main. 

Clotilda only said, " Farewell I" 

And gave her hand to kiss and clasp ; * 
He thought it trembled, as it fell 

In silence from his- lip and grasp, 
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And yet upon her cheek and brow 
There dwelt no flush of passion now ; 
Only the kind regret was there 
Which severed friends at parting wear, 
And the sad smile and glistening eye 
Seemed naught to shun, and naught defy. 

"Farewell!" she said, and so departed; 
And Vidal from his revery started, 
And blessed his soul, and cleared his throat 
And crossed his forehead — and the moat. 



CANTO n. 

All milliners who start from bed 
To gaze upon a coat of red. 

Or listen to a drum, 
Know very well the Paphian Queen 
Was never yet at Paphos seen. 

That Cupid's aJl a hum, 
That minstrels forge confounded lies 
About the Deities and skies, 
That torches all go out sometimes, 
That flowers all fade except in rhymes. 
That maids are seldom shot with arrows, 
And coaches never drawn by sparrows. 

And yet, fair cousin, do not deem 
That all is false which poets tell. 
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Of Passion^s first and dearest dream, 

Of haunted spot, and silent spell, 
Of long, low musing, such as suits 

The terrace on your own dark hill, 
Of whispers which are sweet as lutes. 

And silence which is sweeter still ; 
Believe, believe, — ^for May shall pass. 

And summer sun and winter shower 
Shall dim the freshness of the grass, 

And mar the fragrance of the flower, — 
Believe it all, whatever you hear 

Of plighted vow, and treasured token, 
And hues which only once appear. 

And words which only once are spoken, 
And prayers whose natural voice is song, 

And schemes that die in wild endeavour. 
And tears so pleasant, you will long 

To weep such pleasant tears forever : 
Believe it all, believe it all ! 

Oh I Virtue's frown is all divine ; 
And Folly hides his happy thrall 

In sneers as cold and false as mine ; 
And Reason prates of wrong and right. 

And marvels hearts can break, or bleed, 
And flings on all that's warm and bright 

The winter of his icy creed ; 
But when the soul has ceased to glow. 

And years and cares are coming fast, 
There's nothing like young love 1 no, no I 

Tliere's nothing like yOung love at last I 
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The Convent of St. Ursula 
Has been in a marvellons fright to-day ; 
The nuns are all in a terrible pother, 
Scolding and screaming at one another; 
Two or three pale, and two or three red ; 
Two or three frightened to death in bed; 
Two or three waging a wordy war 
With the wide-eared saints of the calendar. 
Beads and lies have both been told. 
Tempers are hot, and dishes are cold ; 
Celandine rends her last new veil, 
Leonore babbles of horns and tail ; 
Celandine proses of songs and slips, 
Yiolette blushes and bites her lips : 
Oh I what is the matter, the matter to-day, 
With the Convent of St. Ursula? 

But the Abbess has made the chiefest din. 

And cried the loudest cry ; 
She has pinned her cap with a crooked pin, 
And talked of Satan and of sin. 

And set her coif awry ; 
And she can never quiet be ; 

But ever since the matins, 
In gallery and scullery, 
And kitchen and refectory, 

Slie tramps it in her pattens ; 
Oh ! what is the matter, the matter to-day. 
With the Abbess of St. Ursula? 
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Thrice in the sileuce of eventime . 
A desperate foot has dared to climb 

Over the Convent gate ; 
Thrice a ventarous voice and late 
Have dared to wake their amorous snit, 
Among the Convent flowers and fruit, 

Abominably late ; 
And thrice, the beldames know it well, 
From out the lattice of her cell, 
To listen to that murmured measure 
Of life, and love, and hope, and pleasure. 
With throbbing heart «nd eyelid wet, ^ 
Hath leaned the novice Violette ; 
And oh I you may tell from her mournful gaze, 
Her vision hath been of those dear days. 
When happily o'er the quiet lawn. 

Bright with the dew's most heavenly sprin- 
kles, 
She scared the pheasant, and chased the fawn. 

Till a smile came o'er her father's wrinkles ; 
Or stood beside that water fair. 

Where moonlight slept with a ray so tender, 
That every star which glistened there. 

Glistened, she thought, with a double splen- 
dour; 
And oh ; she loved the ripples' play. 

As to her feet the truant rovers 
Wandered and went with a laugh away, 

Kiftsing but once, like wayward lovers. 
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And oh I she loved the night-wind's i 

And the drevy watdi-dog^ londy jelBng; 
And the sentinel's nnchsnging tone^ 

And the chapel-chime so sadlj kneiDing^ 
And the echoes from tlie Osstle-Iuin 

Of circling song and noiqr gjsdness^ 
And, in some silent intenral. 

The nightingale's deep Tcnoe of sadness. 
Alas ! there comes a -winter hleal: 

On the lightest J<^, and the loreUest flower ; 
And the smfles have frbded on Yioiette's cheek, 

And the roses haye iflthored in Yiclette's 
bower; 
But now by the beantlfbl tnrf and tide 

Poor Yiolette's heart in flUence lingens 
And the thrilling tears of memorj gUde 

Through the trembling veQ and tiie qnivering 
fingers. 
Yet not for these — ^for these alone — 

That innocent heart beats high to-day; 
And not for these the stifled moan 
Is breathed in such thick, passionate tone, 

That — not the lips appear to pray, — 
Bat you may deem those mnmiurs start 
Forth from the life-strings of the heart, 
So wild and strange is that long sigh, 
So full of bliss and agony ! 

She thinks of him, the lovely boy, 
Sweet Vidal, with his face of joy, 
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The careless mate of all the gloe 

That shone upon her infancy, 

The baby-lover, who had been 

The sceptred King, where she was Queen, 

On Childhood's dream-encircled strand, 

The undisputed Fairy-land I 

She thinks of him, she thinks of him. 

The lord of every wicked whim, 

Who dared Sir Prinsamour to battle. 

And drove away De Clifford's cattle. 

And sang an Ave at the feast. 

And made wry faces at the Priest, 

And ducked the Duchess in the sea, 

And tore Sir Roland's pedigree. 

She thinks of him, — ^the forehead fair. 
The ruddy lip, and glossy hair, — 
The mountains, where they roved together 
In life's most bright and witching weather, — 
The wreck they watched upon the coast, — 
The ruin where they saw the ghost, — 
The fairy tale he loved to tell, — 
The serenade he sang so well ; 
And tlien she turns and sees again 
The naked wall, and grated pane. 
And frequent winks and frequent frowns, 
And 'broidered books and 'broidered gowns. 
And plaster saints and plaster patrons, 
And three imjiracticable matrons. 
Vol. I.— 10 
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She was a very pretty nun : 

Sad, delicate, and five feet one ; 

Her face was oval, and her eye 

Looked like the heaven in Italy, 

Serenely blue and softly bright, 

Made np of languish and of light I 

And her neck, except where the locks of brown. 

Like a sweet summer mist, fell droopingly down, 

Was as chill and as white as the snow, ere the 

earth 
Has sullied the hue of its heavenly birth ; 
And through the blue veins you might see 
The pure blood wander silently. 
Like noiseless eddies, that far below 
In the glistening depths of a calm lake flow ; 
Her cold hands on her bosom lay ; 
And her ivory crucifix, cold as they, 
Was clasped in a fearful and fond caressy 
As if she shrank from its holiness^ 
And felt that hers was the only guilt 
For which no healing blood was spilt : 
And tears were bursting all the while ; 
Yet now and then a vacant smile 
Over her lips would come and go, — 
A very mockery of woe, — 
A brief, wan smile, — a piteous token 
Of a warm love crushed, and a young heart 

broken I 
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"Many ox>me up !" said Celandine, 

WhosQ nose was ruby red, — 
" From venomous cates and wicked wine 

A deadly sin is bred. 
Darkness and anti-phlogistic diet, 
Tliese will keep the pulses quiet ; 
Silence and solitude, bread and water, — 
So must we cure our erring daughter I" 
I have dined at an Alderman^s board, 
I have drunk with a German lord, 
But richer was Celandine^s own pdti 
Than Sir William's soup on Christmas day. 
And sweeter the flavour of Celandine's flask 
Than the loveliest cup from a Khenish cask 1 

"Saints keep us I" said old Winifred©, 

" Stunts keep and cure us all 1 
And let us hie to our book and bead. 

Or sure the skies will fall I 
Is she a Heathen, or is she a Hindoo, 
To talk with a silly boy out of the window ? 
Was ever such profaneness seen ? 
Pert minx 1 — and only just sixteen I" 
I have talked with a fop who has fought twelve 

duels, 
Six for an heiress, and six for her jewels; 
I have prosed with a reckless bard, who rehearses 
Every day a thousand verses ; 
But oh ! more marvellous twenty times 
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Than tbe bully's lies, or the blockhead's rhymes, 
Were the scurrilous tales, which Scand^ told 
Of Winifrede's loves in the days of old I 

The Abbess lifted up her eye, 

And laid her rosary down, 
And sighed a melancholy sigh, 

And frowned an angry frown. 
" There is a cell in the dark cold ground, 

Where sinful passions wither : 
Vapoury dews lie damp around, 
And merriment of sight or sound 

Can work no passage thither : 
Other scene is there, I trow. 
Than suits a love-sick maiden's vow ; 
For a death-watch makes a weary tune. 
And a glimmering lamp is a joyless moon. 
And a couch of stone is a dismal rest. 
And an aching heart is a bitter guest I 
Maiden of the bosom light. 
There shall thy dwelling be to-night ; 
Mourn and meditate, fast and pray, 
And drive the evil one away. 
Axe and cord were fitter doom. 
Desolate grave and mouldering tomb ; 
But the merciful faith, that speaks the sentence. 
Joys in the dawn of a soul's repentance. 
And the eyes may shed sweet tears for them, 
Whom the hands chastise, and the lips condemn t" 
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I have set my foot on the hallowed spot 

Where the dungeon of trampled France is not ; 

I liave heard men talk of Mr. Peel ; 

I have seen men walk on the Brixton wheel ; 

And 'twere better to feed on frogs and fears, 

Guarded by griefs and grenadiers, 

And 'twere better to tread all day and night, 

With a rogne on the left, and a rogue on the 

right. 
Than lend our persons or our purses 
To that old lady's tender mercies 1 

" Ay I work your will 1" the young girl said ; 
And as she spoke she raised her head, 
And for a moment turned aside 
To check the tear she could not hide ; 
"Ay I work your will ! — I know you all, 

Your holy aims and pious arts, 
And how you love to fling a pall 

On fading joys, and blighted hearts ; 
And if these quivering lips could tell 

The story of our bliss and woe. 
And how we loved — oh ! loved, as well 

As ever mortals loved below, — 
And how in purity and truth 

The flower of early joy was nursed. 
Till sadness nipped its blushing youth. 

And holy mummery called it cursed, — 
You would but watch my subs and sighs 
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With shaking head, and ailent meen^ 
And deck with smiles those sonlless eyes^ 

When mine should swell with bitter tears I 
Bat work jonr will I Oh 1 life and limb 

May wither in that hoose of dread, 
Where horrid shapes and shadows dim 

Walk nightly round the slomberer^s head ; 
The sight may sink, the tongue may fail, 

The shuddering spirit long for day, 
And fear may make these features pale, 

And turn these boasted ringlets gray; 
Bnt not for this, oh I not for this, 

The heart will lose its dream of gladness ; 
And the fond thought of that last kiss 

Will live in torture — ^yeal in madneast 
And look ! I will not fear or feel 

The all your hate may dare or do; 
And, if I ever pxay and kneel, 

I will not kneel and pray to you I" 

If you had seen that tender cheek. 

Those eyes of melting blue, 
You would not have thought in a thing so weak 

Such a fiery spirit grew. 
But the trees which summer's breezes shake 

Are shivered in winter's gale ; 
And a meek girl's heart will bear to break, 

When a proud man's truth would faiL 
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Never a word she uttered more ; 

They have led her down the stair, 
And left her on the dungeon-floor, 

To find repentance there ; 
And naught have they set beside her bed, 

Within that chamber dull, 
But a lonely lamp and a loaf of bread, 

A rosary and skull. 
Tlie breast is bold that grows not cold. 

With a strong convulsive twinge. 
As the slow door creeps to its sullen hold 

Upon its mouldering hinge. 
That door was made by the cunning hand' 
Of an artist from a foreign land ; 
Human skill and heavenly thunder 
Shall not win its wards asunder. 
The chain is fixed and the bolt is fast, 
And the kind old Abbess lingers last. 
To mutter a prayer on her bended knee, 
And clasp to her girdle the iron key. 

But then, oh I then began to run 

Horrible whispers from nun to nun : 

"Sister Amelia"— " Sister Anne,"— 

" Do tell us how it all began ;" 

" The youth was a handsome youth, that's certain, 

For Bertha peeped from behind the curtain:" — 

^*' As sure as I have human eyes. 

It was the Devil in disguise ; 
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And quite forgot llie dbmer-lMHir, 
And gazed upon liim, till be smiled, 
As doth a mother on a ehiUL 
Oh! when was dream 8o purely dreamed I 
A mother and a ehiM they seemed : 
In warmer gnise liQ loved her not ; — 

And if^ heneath the stars and moon, 
He lingered In some lonely spot 

To play her fond and &Tonrite tone, 
And if he fed her petted mare, 
And made aoqnaintanoe with her bear, 
And kissed her hand whene'er she gaire it^ 
And kneeled him down sometimes, to erave % 
'Twas partly pride, and partly Jest, 

And partly twas a boyish whim. 
And that he liked to see the rest 

Look angrily on her and Mm. 
And that— in short, he was a boy, 
And doted on his last new toy. 

It chanced that late, one summer^s gloaming^ 
The Lady and the youth were roaming, 
In converse close of those and these. 
Beneath a long arcade of trees ; 
Tall trunks stood up on left and right, 
Like columns in the gloom of night, 
Breezeless and voiceless ; and on high. 
Where those eternal pillars ended, 
The silent boughs so closely blended 
Their mirk, unstirring majesty. 
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His hair hanging down like threads of wire, 
And his mouth breathing smoke, like a haystack 

on fire, 
And the ground beneath his footstep rock- 
ing I"- 
" Lord 1 Isabel I how very shocking I" 
" Poor Violette I she was so merry I 
I'm very sorry for her ! — very I" 
" Well I it was worth a silver tester. 
To see how she frowned when the Abbess 

blessed her ;" — 
** Was Father Anselm there to shrive ? 
For I'm sure she'll never come out alive I" — 
" Dear Elgitha, don't frighten us so I" — 
" It's just a hundred years ago 
Since Father Peter was put in the cell 
For forgetting to ring the vesper bell ; 
Let us keep ourselves from mortal sin I 
He went not out as he went in!" — 
"No I and he lives there still, they say, 
In his coat of black, and his cowl of gray. 
Weeping, and wailing, and walking about. 
With an endless grief, and an endless gout, 
And wiping his eyes with a kerchief of lawn, 
And ringing his bell from dusk to dawn!" — 
** Let us pray to be saved from love and spec- 
tres I"— 
**From the haunted cell I" — "and the Abbess's 
lectures 1" 
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The garish son has gone away, 

And taken with him the toils of day ; 

Foul ambition's hollow schemes, 

Busy labour's golden dreams, 

Angry strife, and cold debate, 

Plodding care, and plotting hate. 

But in the nunnery sleep is fled 

From many a vigilant hand and head ; 

A watch is set of friars tall, 

Jerome and Joseph, and Peter and Paul ; 

And the chattering girls are all locked up ; 

And the wrinkled old Abbess is gone to sup 

On mushrooms and sweet mnscadel. 

In the fallen one's deserted cell. 

And now 'tis love's most lovely hour, 

And silence sits on earth and sky. 
And moonlight flings on turf and tower 

A spell of deeper witchery ; 
And in the stillness and the shade 
All things and colours seem to fade ; 
And the garden queen, the blushing rose, 
Has bowed her head in a soft repose ; 
And weary Zephyr has gone to rest 
In the flowery grove he loves the best. 
Nothing is heard but the long, long snore. 
Solemn and sad, of the watchmen four. 
And the voice of the rivulet rippling by. 
And the nightingale's evening melody, 
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And the drowsj wing of the deepleflB bfl% 
And the mew of the gardener's tortcdae-flheD 
cat 

Dear consm I a harp like jours has power 

Over the soul in every hour; 

And after breakfast, when Sir G. 

Has been discossing news and tea, 

And eulogized his coals and logs, 

And told the breeding of his dogs, 

And hurled anathemas of pith 

Against the sect of Adam Smith, 

And handed o'er to endless shame 

The voters for the sale of gamia, 

'Tis sweet to fly from him and vapours. 

And those interminable papers, 

And waste an idle hour or two 

With dear Rossini, and with you. 

Bat those sweet sounds are doubly sweet 

In the still nights of June, 
When song and silence seem to meet 

Beneath the quiet moon ; 
When not a single leaf is stirred 
By playful breeze or joyous bird. 
And Echo shrinks, as if afraid 
Of the faint murmur she has made. 
Oh, then the Spirit of music roves 
With a delicate step through the myrtle-groves. 
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And still, wherever he flits, he flings 
A thousand charms from his purple wingfs. 
And where is that discourteous wight, 
Who would not linger through the night. 
Listening ever, lone and mute. 
To the murmur of his mistress' lute. 
And courting those hright phantasies. 
Which haunt the dreams of waking eyes ? 

He came that night, the Troubadour, 

While the four fat friars slept secure. 

And gazed on the lamp that sweetly glistened, 

Where he thought his mistress listened ; 

Low and clear the silver note 

On the thrilled air se^ooied to float ; 

Such might be an angePs moan. 

Half a whisper, half a tone : — 

" So glad a life was never, love. 

As that which childhood leads. 
Before it learns to sever, love, 

The roses from the weeds ; 
When to be very duteous, love. 

Is all it has to do ; 
And every flower is beauteous, love. 

And every folly true. 

" And you can still remember, love. 
The buds that decked our play. 
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Though Destiny's December, love, 

Has whirled those buds away : 
And you can smile through tears, love, 

And feel a joy in pain, 
To think upon those years, love. 

You may not see again. 

" When we mimicked the Friar's howls, love, 

Cared nothing for his creeds, 
Made bonnets of his cowls, love. 

And bracelets of his beads ; 
And gray -beards looked not awful, love, 

And grandames made no din. 
And vows were not unlawful, love. 

And kisses were no sin. 

" And do you never dream, love. 

Of that enchanted well, 
"Where under the moonbeam, love. 

The Fairies wove their spell ? 
How oft we saw them greettng, love. 

Beneath the blasted tree. 
And heard their pale feet beating, love, 

To their own minstrelsy 1 

"And do you never think, love. 

Of the shallop and the wave, 
AbiI the willow on the brink, love, 

Ofir the poacher's grave ? 
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Where always in the dark, love, 

We heard a heavy sigh. 
And the dogs were wont to bark, love, 

Whenever they went by ? 

" Then gayly shone the heaven, love, 

On life's untroubled sea, 
And Vidal's heart was given, love. 

In happiness to thee ; 
The sea is all benighted, love. 

The heaven has ceased to shine ; 
The heart is seared and blighted, love, 

But still the heart is thine I" 

He paused and looked ; he paused and sighed ; 

None appeared, and none replied : 

All was still but the waters' wail. 

And the tremulous voice of the nightingale, 

And the insects buzzing among the briers, 

And the nasal note of the four fat friars. 

" Oh, fly with me I 'tis Passion's hour ; 

The world is gone to sleep ; 
And nothing wakes in brake or bower. 

But those who love and weep : 
This is the golden time and weather, 
When songs and sighs go out together, 
And minstrels pledge the rosy wine 
To lutes like this, and lips like thine I 
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*' Oh, fly with me 1 my courser's flight 

Is like the rushing br%eze, 
And the kind moon has said * Good-night I' 

And sank behind the trees : 
The lover's voice — the loved one's ear — 
There's nothing else tx) speak and hear ; 
And we will say, as on we glide. 
That nothing lives on earth beside! 

" Oh, fly with me I and we will wing 

Our white skiff o'er the waves. 
And hear the Tritons revelling, 

Among their coral caves ; 
The envious Mermaid, when we pass, 
Shall cease her song, and drop her glass ; 
For it will break her very heart, 
To see how fair and dear thou art. 

" Oh, fly with me ! and we will dwell 

Far over the green seas, 
Where sadness rings no parting knell 

For moments such as these 1 
Where Italy's unclouded skies 
Look brightly down on brighter eyes, 
Or where the wave- wed City smiles,' 
Enthroned upon her hundred isles. 

•*0h| fly with me I by these sweet strings 
Swept o'er by Passion's fingers, 



XHB TBOUBADOU& 16S 

By all the rocks, and Tales, and springs, 

Where Memory lives and lingers, 
By all the tongne can never tell, 
By all the heart has told so well. 
By all that has been or may be. 
And by Love's self — oh, fly with me I" 

He paused again — ^no sight or sound 1 

The still air rested all around ; 

He looked to the tower, and he looked to the 

tree. 
Night was as still as night could be; 
Something he muttered of Prelate and Pope, 
And took from his mantle a silken rope ; 
Love dares much, and Love climbs well I 
He stands by the Abbess in Violette*s cell. 
He put on a mask, and he put out the light ; 
The Abbess was dressed in a veil of white ; 
Not a look he gave, not a word he said ; 
The pages are ready, the blanket is spread ; 
He has clasped his arm her waist about, 
And lifted the screaming Abbess out : 
'* My horse is fleet, and my hand is true. 
And my Squire has a bow of deadly yew ; 
Away, and away, over mountain and moor I 
Good luck to the love of the gay Troubadour I" 

" What ! rode away with the Abbess behind I 
Lord I sister I is tlie Devil blind ?"— 
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^* Full fooncore winters!^ — '^ Eut and prajt 
For the powers of dsrkness fight to-daj!"-* 
*' I shan't get over the shock for a week \^ — 
*' Did anv one hear our Mother shriek?^ — 
'• Do shut TOUT month I" — *• do shut the cell!"— 
'* What a yillanoos^ odions. snlphnry smeD!" — 
*' Has the Evil One taken the Mass-hook too?" — 
*" Ah me ! what will poor little Yiolette do ? 
Slie has but one loaf since seven o^clock ; 
And no one can open that horrible lock ; 
And Satan will grin with a fiendish glee, 
IThen he finds the Abbess has kept the key I" — 
^* How shall we manage to sleep to-night?^ — 
*• I wouldn't for worlds put out my li^t 1" — 
^*I'm snre I shall die if I hear bat a mole 

stir!"— 
** 1^11 clap St Ursula nnder my bolster !" 

But oh ! the pranks that Vidal played, 

AVhen he found what a bargain his blindness 

had made I 
AVilful and wild, — ^half in fun, half on fire, 
lie stared at the Abbess, and stormed at the 

Squire ! 
Consigned to perdition all silly romancers, 
Asked twenty strange questions, and stayed for 

no answers. 
Raving, and roaring, and laughing by fits. 
And driving the old woman out of her wits. 
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There was a jousting at Chichester; 
It had made in the oonntrj a might j stir, 
And all that was brave, and all that was fair, 
And all that was neither, came trooping there ; 
Scarfs and scars, and frays and frowns, 
And flowery speeches, and flowery crowns. 
A hundred knights set spear in rest 
For the lady they deemed the loyeliest. 
And Vidal broke a lance that day 
For the Abbess of St Ursula. 

There was a feast at Arundel ; 
The town-clerk tolled a ponderous bell, 
And nothing was there but row and rout, 
And toil to get inland toil to get out, 
And Sheriffs fatter than their venison, 
And belles that never stayed for benison. 
The red red wine was mantling there 
To the health of the fairest of the fair. 
And Vidal drained the cup that day 
To the Abbess of St. Ursula. • 

There was a wedding done at Bramber ; 
The town was full of myrrh and amber ; 
And the boors were roasting valorous beeves. 
And the boys were gathering myrtle-leaves. 
And the bride was choosing her finest flounces, 
And the bridegroom was scattering coin by 
ounces ; 
Vol. I.— U 
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And every stripling danced on the green 
With the girl he had made his idol qneen, 
And Yidal led the dance that day 
With the Abbess of St. Ursula. 

Three days had passed when the Abbess came 
back; 

Her voice was out of tune, 
And her new white veil was gone to wrack, 

And so were her sandal shoon. 
No word she said ; they put her to bed, 
With a pain in her heels, and a pain in her head, 
And she talked in her delirious fever 
Of a liigh-trotting horse, and a black deceiver ; 
Of music and merriment, love and lances, 
Bridles and blasphemy, dishes and dances. 

They went with speed to the dungeon door ; 

The air was chill and damp ; 
And the pale girl lay on the marble floor. 

Beside the dying lamp. 
They kissed her lips, they called her name, 
Ko kiss returned, no answer came ; 
Motionless, lifeless, there she lay, 
Like a statue rent from its base away ! 
They said by famine she had died ; 
Yet the bread untasted lay beside ; 
And her cheek was as full, and fresh, and fair, 
As it liad been when warmth was there, 
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And hor eyes were imclosed, and their glass/ 

rays 
Were fixed in a desolate, dreamy gaze, 
As if before their orbs had gone 
Some sight they could not close npon; 
And her bright brown locks all gray were 

grown ; 
And her hands were clinched, and cold as stone ; 

And the veins upon her neck and brow 

But she was dead 1 — what boots it how ? 

In holy ground she was not laid ; 

For she had died in sin. 
And good St. Ursula forbade 

That such shouM enter in ; 
But in a calm and cold retreat 

They made her place of rest. 
And laid her in her winding-sheet, 

And left her there unblessed ; 
And set a small stone at her head. 

Under a spreading tree ; 
^^Orate*^ — that was all it said — 

" Orate hie pro me /" 

And Yidal came at night, alone, 

And tore his shining hair. 
And laid him down beside the stone. 

And wept till daybreak there. 
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" Fare thee well, fare thee well, 
Most heautiful of earthly things I 

I will not bid thy spirit stay, 
Nor link to earth those glittering wings, 

That burst like light away I 
I know that thou art gone to dwell 
In the sunny home of the fresh day-beam, 

Before decay's unpitying tread 
Hath crept upon the dearest dream 

That ever came and fled ; 

Fare thee well, fare thee well ; 
And go thy way, all pure and fair, 

Into the starry firmament ; 
And wander there with the spirits of air, 

As bright and innocent I 

" Fare thee well, fare thee well ! 
Strange feet will be upon thy clay. 

And never stop to sigh or sorrow ; 
Yet many wept for thee to-day, 
And one will weep to-morrow : 
Alas ! that melancholy knell 
Shall often wake my wondering ear. 

And thou shalt greet me, for a while. 
Too beautiful to make me fear. 
Too sad to let me smile 1 
Fare thee well, fare thee well I 
I know that heaven for thee is won ; 
, And yet I feel I would resign 
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Whole ages of my life, for one — 
One little hour, of thine I 

" Fare thee well, fare thee well ! 
See, I have been to the sweetest bowers, 

And called from garden and from heath 
The tenderest of all tender flowers, 

And blended in my wreath 
The violet and the blue harebell, 
And one frail rose in its earliest bloom ; 

Alas I I meant it for thy hair, 
And now I fling it on thy tomb, 

To weep and wither there I 
Fare ye well, fare ye well 1 
Sleep, sleep, my love, in fragrant shade. 

Droop, droop to-night, thou blushing token; 
A fairer flower shall never fade. 

Nor a fonder heart be broken!" 



CANTO ni.' 

It is the hour, the lonely hour. 

Which desolate rhymers love to praise. 

When listless they lie in brake or bower. 

In dread of their duns, or in dreams of their 
bays ; 

♦ Tmi Tboubadoub wos never finished. Fragments only of 
the third Ganto have been found, written upon stray leaves 
of paper. 
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He rloTinz Sen hjtff gone uwuy 
T? cool his £k/ee in the ocean spray; 

And the scars shine oat in the liquid hlaOi 
An-i ihe Keams of the moon in alenoe fiJl 
On r\Mrk and riTer. wood and waD, 
FI:nging alike on each and aU 

A silver rar and a sober hne. 
The village casements aU are dark. 
The chase is done in the princelr park, 
The scht^ar has closed the Tohmie old. 
And the miser has connted the buried gold ; 
There is not a foot and there is not a gala 
To shake the roses in Ringmore Yale ; 
There is not a bircL the groves along, 
To wake the night with his gushing song ; 
Nothing is heard but sounds that render 
The rest which they disturb more tender; 
The glassv river wanders still, 
Making low mnsic round the hill ; 
And the last faint drops of the shower that feU 
AVhile the monks were ringing the vesper bell 
Are trickling yet from leaf to leaf, 
Like the big, slow drops of an untold grief. * 

At that late hour a little boat 

Came dancing down the wave ; 
There were none but the Moon to see it float ; 

And she, so very grave, 
Looked down upon the quiet spot 
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As if she heard and heeded not 

The eloquent vows which passion drew 

From lips of beauty's tenderest hue, 

And saw without the least surprise 

The glances of the youthful eyes, 

"Which, in the wann and perilous weather. 

Were gazing by night on the stream together. 

♦ >it >it ♦ >it ♦ 

♦ >it * >it « « 

Sometimes, upon a gala night. 
Beneath the torches' festal light. 
When I have seen your footsteps glance, 
Sweet sister, through the merry dance. 
Light as the wind that scarcely heaves 
The softest of the soft rose-leaves 

In summer's sunniest hour, — 
Sometimes, upon the level shore 
Washed by the sea- wave just before. 
When I have seen your palfrey glide 
Along the margin of the tide, 
As fleet as some imagined form 
That smiles in calm, or frowns in storm, 

Before the minstrel's bower, — 
One moment I have ceased to doubt 
The tales which poets pass about, 
Of Fairies and their golden wings. 
Their earthward whims and wanderings. 
The mummeries in which they traded, 
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The houses where they masqaeraded, 
The half unearthly tone they spoke, 
The half unearthly thought they woke, 
The rich they plagued, the poor they righted, 
The heads they posed, the hearts they blighted! 

So fancied Yidal, when he gazed 

Upon a hundred glancing eyes, 
While high in hall the torches blazed, 

And all the blended witcheries 
That clothe the revel of the night. 

The dance's most voluptuous rounds, 
And Beauty's most enthralling light, / 

And music's most entrancing sounds,/ 
And many a tale, and many a song, / 

Which only Passion sings and tells, i 
And dreams, most dazzling when mosu wrong, 

Wove o'er him their delicious spells^ 
It was a long and spacious hall ; i 

The limner's hand had wandered thiere, 
And peopled half the lofty wall 

With wondrous forms of great and /fair ; 
And in small niches shapes of stone 

Looked soft and white, like winter snow, 
Qaeen Venus with her haunted zone. 

Prince Oupid with his bended bow ; 
k0i there were brooks of essenced waters ; 
Ani BPghty mirrors half a score 

%|A tb» Baron's lovely daughters 
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What all their maids had told before ; 
And here an amorous lord was singing 

Of hononr^s reign, or battlers ront ; 
And there a giggling page was flinging 

Handfals of odorond flowers about ; 
And wine and wit were poured together 

From many a lip, from many a can ; 
And barons bowed beneath a feather, 

And beauties blushed behind a fan ; 
And all were listening, laughing, chattering, 

Playing the fiddle and the fool, 
And metaphorically flattering. 

According to established rule. 
'' If that bright glance did gleam on me, 
How scarred and scorched my soul would be I 
For even as the golden sun" — 
*'My Lord of Oourcy, pray have done I" — 
" I would I were a little bird. 
That I might evermore be heard 
Discoursing love, when morning's air" — 
"Bonne grace, Sir Knight, I would you were I'* 
*' Mort de ma vie I the sea is deep, 
And Dover cliffs are very steep. 
And if I spring into the main" — 
" Sir Knight, you'll scarce spring out again!" 
"This breast of mine is all a book ; 
And if her beauteous eyes would look 
Upon the pale, transparent leaves. 
And mark how all the volume grieves" — 
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'« Sweet?0«miit; wlio ou«b whtt iiid»il ii 
The title'k all your mirtrMi ■peQs.**^:- ' ' 
«<M7 ftithftd shield, mjrihitlifta hMrtI 
Oh! both'arepieiwedwithiiuuayadtti; 
And, Lady, both, through flood and flanM 
BearuAefifiMed thy beanteons luane; 
And boUi' are stalnleoB as a lake^-^ 
'* And both are veiy hard to break I" 

Thnadeftly all did play their part^ 

The valiant and the Mr, 
And Vidal's was the lightest heart 

Of all that trifled there. 
Some six-and-tirenty springs had'paat- 

tn more of smiles than tears; 
And boyhood^s dreams had fleeted &at 

With boyhood's fleeting years I 
His voice was sweet, bat deeper now 

Than when its songs were new; 
And o'er his cheek, and o'er his brow. 

There fell a darker hue ; 
Ilis eye had learned a calmer ray, 

By browner ringlets shaded ; 
And from his lips the sunny play 

Of their warm smile had faded ; 
And out, alas I the perished thrill 

Of feeling's careless flashes, 
The glistening flames, that now were chil 

In darkness, dust, and ashes, 
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The joys that wound, the pains that bless, 

Were all, were all departed ; 
And he was wise and passionless. 

And happy and cold-hearted. 
It was not that the brand of sin 
Had stamped its deadly blot within ; 
Tiiat riches had been basely won, 
Or midnight murder darkly done; 
That Valour's ardent glow had died, 
Or Honour lost its truth and pride : 
Oh, no I but Vidal's joy and grief 
Had been too common, and too brief I 
The weariness of human things 
Had dried affection's silent springs. 
And round his very heart had curled 
The poisons of the drowsy world. 
And he had conned the bitter lie 
Of Fashion's dull philosophy ; • 

How friendship is a schoolboy's theme, 
And constancy a madman's dream. 
And majesty a mouldering bust, 
And loveliness a pinch of dust. 
And so — for when the wicked jest 
The renegade blasphemes the best— ^ 
He crushed the hopes which once he felt, 
And mocked the shrines where once he knelt. 
And taught that only fools endure 
To find aught human good and pure. 
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And yet his heart was very lights 

His taste was very fine; 
Uis rapier and his wit were bright^ 

His attitudes divine : 
He taaght how snowy arms shonld rise, 

How snowy plumes shonld droop ; 
And published rhapsodies on sighs, 

And lectures upon soup ; 
He was the arbiter of bets, 

The fashioner of phrases; 
And harpers sang his canzonets, 

And peeresses his praises. 
And when, at some high darnels command^ 
Upon the lyre he laid his hand. 
As now to-night, and flung aside 
His silken mantlets crimson pride. 
And o'er the strings so idly leant, 
7hat you might think the instrument 
Unwaked by any touch replied 
To all its master said or sighed, 
All other occupations ceased ; 
The revellers rose from cup and feast, 
Young pages poused from scattering posies. 
Old knights' forgot to blow their noses, 
And daughters smiled, and mothers frowned, 
And peers beat time upon the ground ; 
And Beauty bowed her silent praise. 
Which is so dear to minstrel hiys; 
And Envy dropped her v/hispered gall. 
Which is the dearest praise of all. 
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[Riat night, amid the motley crowd, 

In graver than his wonted mood, 
When other lips were gay and loud, 

The Troubadour had silent stood : 
Perhaps some dreams of those young honrs 

"Whose light was now all cold and dim, 
Some visions of the faded flowers 

Whose buds had bloomed their last for him, 
Game in their secret beauty back. 

Like fairy elves, whose footsteps steal 
Unseen, unheard, upon their track. 

Except to those they harm or heal. 
Oh! often will a look or sigh. 

Unmarked by other eyes or ears, 
Etecall, we know not whence or why. 

Sad thoughts that have been dead for years : 
For sunset leaves the river warm 

Through evening's most benumbing chill; 
And when the present cannot charm, 

The past can live and torture still I 

Yet now, as if the secret spell 

That bound his inmost soul were broken. 
He taught his harp a lighter swell 

Than ever yet its strings had spoken ; 
Ajid those who saw, and watched the while. 

The smile that came, the frown that faded. 
Could hardly tell if frown, or smile. 

Or both, or neither, masqueraded. 
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^'Clotilda! many hearts $SPh li|^ 

And many lips diasemble; , 
Bat I am thine till priesta ahaU flg^t, 

Or Ocenr de Lion tremble! — 
Hath Jerome bnmed hia roaary, 

Or Blehard ahmnk fix>m aUii^terf 
Oh I no, no, 
Bream not aol 
Bnt till yon mean yonr hopea to die, • 

Engrave them not in water ! 

"Sweet Ida, on my lonely way 

Thoae tears I will remember, 
mi icidea shall ding to Hay, 

Or roses to December I — 
Are anow-wreaths bonnd on Snmmer'a I 

Is drowsy Winter waking? 
Ohl no, no, 
Dream not so I 
Bnt lances, and a lover's vow, 

"Were only made for breaking. 

" Lenora, I am faithful still, 

By all the saints that listen, 
Till this warm heart shall cease to thrill, 

Or these wild veins to glisten I — 
This bosom — ^is its pulse less high? 
Or sleeps the stream within it? 
Oh I no, no, 
Dream not so I 
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Bat lovQts find eternity 
In less than half a minute. 

" And thus to thee I swear to-night, * 

67 thine own lips and tresses, 
That I will take no further flight, 

Nor break again my jesses : 
And wilt thou trust the faith I vowed. 

And dream in spite of warning ? 
Oh I no, no, 
Dream not so I 
But go and lure the midnight cloud. 

Or chain the mist of morning. 

** These words of mine, so false and bland. 

Forget that they were ^K)ken I 
The ring is on thy radiant hand — 

Dash down the faithless token ! 
And will they say that Beauty sinned. 

That Woman turned a rover ? 
Oh I no, no. 
Dream not sol 
But lovers' vows are like the wind, 

And Vidal is a Lover 1" 

Ere the last echo of the-words 
Died on the lip and on the chords. 
The Baron's jester, who was clever 
At blighting characters forever, 
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And whom all people thought deU^^iftfll^ . 

Because he was so very spiteftd, 

Stooped down to tie his sandal's stringy 

And f onhd hj chance a ladj^'s ring ; 

So small and slight, it scarce had qiaiiiied 

The finger of a fairy's hand — 

Or thine, sweet Rose, whose hand and wriit 

Are mnoh the least I CTer Idased : — 

Upon the rub j" it enclosed 

A bleeding heart in peace reposed, 

And round was graved in letters dear : 

" Let by the month, or by the year," 

Young Pacolet, from ring and Bong^ 

Tliought something might be somewhere wn 

And round the room in transport flitted 

To find whose hand the bauble fitted* 

He was an ugly, dwarfish knave, 
Most gravely wild, most wildly grave ; 
It seemed that Nature, in a whim. 
Had mixed a dozen shapes in him ; 
One arm was longer than the other. 
One leg was running from his brother, 
And one dark eye, with fondest labour, 
Coquetted with his fairer neighbour : 
His colour ever came and went. 
Like clouds upon the firmament, 
And yet his cheeks, in any weather, 
Were never known to blush together : 
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To-day his voice was shrill and harsh, 

Like homilies from Doctor Marsh ; 

To-morrow from his rosy lip 

The sweetest of sweet sounds would trip ; 

Far sweeter than the song of birds, 

Or the first lisp of Childhood's words, 

Or zephyrs soft, or waters clear, 

Or Love's own vow to Love's own ear. 

Such were the tones he murmured now. 

As, wreathing lip and cheek and brow 

Into a smile of wicked glee, 

He begged upon his bended knee 

That maid and matron, young and old, 

Would try the glittering hoop of gold. 

But then, as usual in such cases, 
All sorts of pretty aire and graces 
Were played by nymphs, whose hands and arms 
Had, or had not, a host of charms : 
And there were frowns, as wrists were bared, 
And wonderings " how some people dared," 
And much reluctance and dijsdain. 
Which some might feel, and all could feign; 
And witty looks, and whispered guesses. 
And running into dark recesses, 
And pointless gibes, and toothless chuckles, 
And pinching disobedient knuckles. 
And cunning thefts by watchful lovers. 
Which filled the pockets of the glovers. 
Vol. L— 12 
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Twas Tery Tain ; it seemed that all. 
Except the mistress of the Hall, 
Had done the utmost tbej Govld do. 
And made their fingers blaek and blue, 
And there they were, the gem and donor. 
Without a mistress^ or an owner. 

But whOe the toy was raSxiky tried. 

The ngly Baron's handsome bride 

Had sate apart from that rode gome 

And listened to the «ghs of flame, 

Which followed her from night to morning^ 

In spite of frowning and of scorning. 

Bred np from yoath with naught before hor 

But humble slaye and fond adorer, 

HI could that haughty Lady brook 

A bantering phrase or brazen look ; 



Day passed, and Night came hurrying down 
With her heaviest step, and her darkest frown 
ISTot witchingly mild, as when she huslies 
The first warm thrill of woman's blushes ; 
Or mellows the eloquent murmur made 
By some mad minstreFs serenade ; 
But robed in the clouds her anger flings 
O'er the murderer*s midnight wanderings^ 
The stealthy step, and the naked knife, 
The sudden blow, and the parting life! — 
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>u the snow that was sleeping its frozen sleep 

tonnd cabin and castle, white and deep, 

lie love-stricken boy might have wandered far 

Ire he found for his sonnet a single star ; 

Lnd over the copse, and over the dell, 

'he mantle of mist so drearily fell, 

'hat the fondest and bravest could hardly know 

'he smile of his queen from the sneer of his foe. 

n the lonely cot on the lorn hill-side 

'he serf grew pale as he looked on his bride ; 

ind oft, as the Baron's courtly throng 

Vere loud in the revel of wine and song, 

'he blast at the gate made such a din 

Ls changed to horror the mirth within I 
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THE LEGEND OF THE HAUNTED 
TREK 

" Deep is the bliss of the belted knight, 
When he kisses at dawn the silken glovei 

And goes, in his glittering armonr dight, 
To shiver a lance for his lady-love I 

*' Lightly he conches the beaming spear; 

His mistress sits with her maidens by, 
Watching the speed of his swift career, 

With a whispered prayer and a murmnred 
sigh. 

" Far from me is the gazing throng, 

The blazoned shield, and the nodding phime ; 
Nothing is mine but a worthless song, 

A joyless life, and a nameless tomb." 

" Nay, dearest Wilfrid, lay like this. 
On such an eve, is much amiss : 
Our mirth beneath the new May moon 
Should echoed be by livelier tune. 
What need to thee of mail and crest, 
Of foot in stirrup, spear in rest ? 
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Over far monntalns and deep seas, 
Earth hath no fairer fields than these ; 
And who, in Beauty's gaudiest bowers, 
Can love thee with more love than ours?" 

The minstrel turned with a moody look 

From that sweet scene of guiltless glee ; 
Prom the old who talked beside the brook, 

And the young who danced beneath the tree: 
Coldly he shrank from the gentle maid, 

From the chiding look and the pleading tone ; 
And he passed from the old elm's hoary shade. 

And followed the forest-path alone. 
One little sigh, one pettish glance. 

And the girl comes back to her playmates 
now. 
And takes her place in the merry dance. 

With a slower step and a sadder brow. 

" My soul is sick," saith the wayward boy, 

" Of the peasant's grief, and the peasant's joy ; 

I cannot breathe on from day to day, 

Like the insects which, our wise men say, 

In the crevice of the cold rock dwell. 

Till their shape is the shape of their dungeon's 

cell ; 
In the dull repose of our changeless life, 
I long for passion, I long for strife, 
As in the calm the mariner sighs 
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For rushing waves and groaning ddeo. 

Oh for the lists, the lists of feuoie ! 

Qh for the herald's glad acclaim ; 

For floating pennon and prancing steed, 

And Beauty's wonder at Manhood's deedl" 

Beneath an ancient oak he lay ; 

More years than man can count, they say, 

On the verge of the dim and solenm wood, 

Through sunshine and st(«m that oak had stood. 

Yet were it hard to trace a sign 

On trunk or hough of that oak's dedine : 

Many a loving, laughing sprite, 

Tended the hranches hy day and by night ; * 

Fettered the winds that would invade 

The quiet of its sacred shade. 

And drove in a serried phalanx hack 

The red-eyed lightning's fierce attack : 

So the leaves of its age were as fresh and as green 

As the leaves of its early youth had been. 

Fretful brain and turbid breast 

Under its canopy ill would rest ; 

For she that ruled the revels therein 

Loved not the taint of human sin : 

Moody brow with an evil eye 

Would the Queen of the Fairy people spy; 

Sullen tone with an angry ear 

Would the Queen of the Fairy people hear. 

Oft would she mock the worldling's care 

E^en in the grant of his unwise prayer. 
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Scattering wealth that was not gahi, 
Layishing joy that tamed to pain. 
Pure of thought should the mortal be 
That would sleep beneath the Haunted Tree : 
That night the minstrel laid him down 
Ere his brow relaxed its peevish frown ; 
And Slumber had bound his eyelids fast, 
Ere the evil wish from his soul had passed. 
And a song on the sleeper's ear descended, 

A song it was pain to hear, and pleasure. 
So strangely wrath and love were blended 

In every note of the mystic measure : — 

" I know thee, child of earth ; 

The morning of thy birth 
In through the lattice did my chariot glide ; 

I saw thy father weep 

Over thy first wild sleep, 
I rocked thy cradle when thy mother died. 

" And I have seen thee gaze 

Upon these birks and braes. 
Which are ray kingdoms, with irreverent scorn ; 

And heard thee pour reproof 

Upon the vine-clad roof. 
Beneath whose peaceful shelter thou wast born. 

'* I bind thee in the snare 
Of thine unholy prayer ; 
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I seal tby forehead with a viewless seal: 

I give into thine hand 

The bnckler and the brand, 
And clasp the golden spur npon thy heel. 

" When thou hast made thee wise 

In the sad lore of sighs, 
When the world's visions fail thee and forsake, 

Return, return to me, 

And to my haunted tree ; 
The charm hath bound thee now : Sir Knight, 

awake l" 

Sir Isumbras, in doubt and dread, 

From his feverish sleep awoke, 
And started up from his grassy bed 

Under the ancient oak. 
And he called the page who held his spear, 

And, " Tell me, boy," quoth he, 
"How long have I been slumbering here. 

Beneath the greenwood tree?" — 
" Ere thou didst sleep, I chanced to throw 

A stone into the rill ; 
And the ripple that disturbed its flow 

Is on its surface still ; 
Ere thou didst sleep, thou bad^st me sing 

King Arthur's favourite lay ; 
And the first echo of the string 

Has hardly died away." 
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"How strange is Sleep 1" the young knight 

said, 
As he clasped the helm upon his head, 
And, mounting' again his courser black, 
To his gloomy tower rode slowly back : 
"How strange is Sleep I when his dark spell 

lies 
On the drowsy lids of human eyes, 
The years of a life will float along 
In the compass of a pagers song. 
Methought I lived in a pleasant vale, 
The haunt of the lark and the nightingale, 
"Where the summer rose had a brighter hue, 
And the noonday sky a clearer blue, 
^d the spirit of man in age and youth 
^ A fonder love, and a firmer truth. 
^^Jid I lived on, a fair-haired boy, 
In that sweet vale of tranquil joy ; 
Until at last my vain caprice 
Grew weary of its bliss and peace. 
And one there was, most dear and fair, 
Of all that smiled around me there — 
A gentle maid, with a cloudless face. 
And a form so full of fairy grace ; 
Who, when I turned with scornful spleen 
From the feast in the bower, or the dance on 

the green, 
Would humour all my wayward will. 
And love me and forgive me still. 
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And Mr. "Wellesley Pole forgets, 
At eight o^clock, his dnns and debts. 
The Knight approved the roasted boar, 
And mused upon his dream no more : 
f he Knight enjoyed the bright champagne, 
And deemed himself himself again. 

Sir Isumbras was ever found 

Where blows were struck for glory ; 
There sate not at the Table Round 

A knight more famed in story : 
The king on his throne would turn about 

To see his courser prancing ; 
And, when Sir Launcelot had gout, 

The queen would praise his dancing. 
He quite wore out his father's spurs, 

Performing valour's duties — 
Destroying mighty sorcerers, 

Avenging injured beauties. 
And crossing many a trackless sand. 

And rescuing people's daughters 
From dragons that infest the land, 

And whales that walk the waters. 
He throttled lions by the score. 

And giants by the dozen ; 
And, for his skill in lettered lore. 

They called him "Merlin's Cousin." 
A troop of steeds, with bit and rein. 

Stood ready in his stable ; 
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An ox was every morning slain, 

And roasted for his table. 
And he had friends, all brave and tall, 

And crowned with praise and laurel, 
Who kindly feasted in his hall, 

And jousted in his quarrel ; 
And minstrels came and sang his fame 

In very rugged verses ; 
And they were paid with wine and game. 

And rings, and cups, and purses. 

And he loved a Lady of high degree. 

Faith's fortress, Beauty's flower ; 
A countess for her maid had she, 

And a kingdom for her dower ; 
And a brow whose frowns were vastly grand, 

And an eye of sunlit brightness, 
And a swan-like neck, and an arm and hand 

Of most bewitching whiteness ; 
And a voice of music, whose sweet tones 

Could most divinely prattle 
Of battered casques, and broken bones. 

And all the bliss of battle, 
lie wore her scarf in many a fray, 

lie trained her hawks and ponies, 
And tilled her kitchen every day 

With leverets and conies ; 
lie loved, and he was loved again : — 

I won't waste time in proving, 
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There is no pleasure like the pain 
Of heing loved, and loving. 

Dame Fortune is a fickle gypsy, 
And always blind, and often tipsy ; 
Sometimes, for years and years together, 
SheUl bless yon with the sunniest weather, 
Bestowing honour, pudding, pence. 
You can't imagine why, or whence ;— 
Then in a moment — ^Presto, pass I — 
Your joys are withered like the grass ; 
You find your constitution vanish, 
Almost as quickly as the Spanish; 
The murrain spoils your flocks and fleeces ; 
The dry rot pulls your house to pieces ; 
Your garden raises only weeds ; 
Your agent steals your title-deeds; 
Your banker's failure stuns the city; 
Your father's will makes Sugden witty ; 
Your daughter, in her beauty's bloom. 
Goes off to Gretna with the groom ; 
And you, good man, are left alone. 
To battle with the gout and stone. 

Ere long, Sir Isumbras began 
To bo a sad and thoughtful man : 
They said the glance of an evil eye 
Ilad been on the Knight's prosperity : 
Less swift on the quarry his falcon went. 
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L»s tmevBsli 

And thrice in the fiift he i 

Br the hidJctB chanee of a hrokea girliL 

And Poverty m 

At the board whore Ffen^ ent 1 

And thegneitB nmkd Boi i 

And the aongof the ndnatn 

And a base ingnte^ who i 

BecaoBey a fitde month ago^ 

He had cot hbn down, with fiiend^ aidov, 

From a nurtj hook in an ogre^ lardw. 

Invented an atroeioQB IhUOi 

And rnined him qnite at the Bojal Tabb: 

And she at huit, the wordiq^ied one. 

For whom his valoroos deeds were dcane^ 

The star of all his sonl's refleotioiu^ 

The rose of all his heart's affections, 

Who had heard his vows and worn his Jewels 

And made him fight so manj dnels — 

She, too, when Fate^s relentless wheel 

Deprived him of the Privy Seal, 

Bestowed her smiles npon another, 

And gave his letters to her mother. 

'Tis the last drop, as all men know, 

That makes the bucket overflow. 

And the last parcel of the pack 

That bends in two the comePs back. 

Fortune and Fame, — ^he had seen them depart, 
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With a silent pride of a valiant heart : 
Traitorous friends— he had passed them by, 
"With a haughty brow, and a stifled sigh. 
Boundless and black might roll the sea, 
O'er which the course of his bark must be ; 
But he saw, through tlie storm that frowned 

above. 
One guiding light, and the light was Love. 
Now all was dark ; the doom was spoken 1 
His wealth all spent, and his heart half broken ; 
Poor youth I he had no earthly hope, 
Except in laudanum, or a rope. 

If e'er you happened, by a twist 
Of Destiny's provoking wrist. 
To find yourself one morning hurled 
From all you had in all the world, — 
Seeing your pretty limes and beeches 
Supply the auction-mart with speeches, — 
By base ingratitude disgusted 
In him you most esteemed and trusted, 
And out, without .the slightest reason, 
By her who was so kind last season, — 
You know how often meditation 
Assures you, for your consolation. 
That, if you had but been contented 
To rent the house your father rented, 
If^ in Sir Paul you'd been inclined to 
Suspect what no one else was blind tO| 
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If, for that false girl, you had cbosen 
Eitlior her sister or her consin^ 
If any thmg yon had been doing 
Eat just the very thing you're ruing^ 
Yon might Iiave lived your day in clover, 
Gay, rich, prized friend, and favored lover- 
Thus was it with my Knight of knights \ 
T\\hile vanished idl his vain delightiy 
The thought of being dupe and ass 
Most galled the gick Sir laumbraa. 

He ordered ont hid Itorse, and tried, 
As the Leech advised, a gentle ride* 

A pleasant path he tookj 
Where tl^e turf, all bright with the April 

showers, 
Was spangled with a. thousand flowers, 

Beside a tnurmuring brook. 
Never before had he ridden that way ; 
And now, on a sunny first of May, 
lie chose the turning, you may guess, 
Not for the laughing loveliness 
Of turf, or flower, or stream ; but only 
Because it looked extremely lonely. 



Yet but that Megrim hovering here 
Had dimmed tho eye and dulled the ear, 
Jocund and joyous all around 
Were every sight and every sound. 
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The ancient forest, whose cahn rest 
Kg axe did ever yet molest, 

Stretched far upon the right ; 
Here, deepening into trackless shades, 
There, opening long and verdant glades. 

Unto the chee^fdl light : 
Wide on the left, whene'er the screen 
Of hedgerows left a space hetween 

To stand and gaze awhile, J 

' O'er varied scenes the eye might rove. 

Orchard and garden, mead and grove. 

Spread ont for many a mile. 
Around, in all the joy of spring. 
The sinless hirds were carolling ; 

Low hammed the studioos bees; 
And softly, sadly, rose and fell 
The echo of the ocean-swell. 

In the capricious breeze. 
But truly Sir Isumbras cared as much 
For all that a happier heart might touch, 
As Oottenham cares for a Highland reel, 
When counsel opens a Scotch Appeal, 
Or Hume for Pasta's glorious scenes, 
"When the House is voting the Ways and Means. 

He had wandered, musing, scarce a mile, 

In his melancholy mood, 
When, peeping o'er a rustic stile, 
He saw a little village smile. 

Embowered in thick wood. 
Vol. L— 18 
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I seal tby forehead with a Tiewleaa i 

I give iDto thine hand 

The buckler and the brand. 
And dasp the golden apnr upon thy heeL 

** When thon hast made thee wiae 

In the sad lore of Bighs, 
When the world's yimons iiul thee and fornki^ 

Return, return to me, 

And to mj hannted tree ; 
The charm hath bound thee now : Sir Eni^iti 

awake T' 

Sir Isnmbras, in donbt and dread, 

From his feveridi sleep awoke. 
And started up from his grassj bed 

Under the ancient oak. 
And he called the page who held his spear, 

And, " Tell me, boy," quoth he, 
**How long have I been slumbering here, 

Beneath the greenwood tree ?" — 
** Ere thou didst sleep, I chanced to throw 

A stone into the rill ; 
And the ripple that disturbed its flow 

Is on its surface still ; 
Ere thou didst sleep, thou bad'st me sing 

King Arthur's favourite lay ; 
And the first echo of the string 

Has hardly died away." 
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"How strange is Sleep!" the young knight 

said, 
As he clasped the helm upon his head, 
And, mounting' again his courser black, 
To his gloomy tower rode slowly back : 
**How strange is Sleep I when his dark spell 

lies 
On the drowsy lids of liuman eyes, 
The years of a life will float along 
In the compass of a page's song. 
Methought I lived in a pleasant vale, 
The haunt of the lark and the nightingale, 
Where the summer rose had a brighter hue, 
And the noonday sky a clearer blue, 
j^d the spirit of man in age and youth 

. A fonder love, and a firmer truth. 

^ And I lived on, a fair-haired boy. 
In that sweet vale of tranquil joy ; 
Until at last my vain caprice 
Grew weary of its bliss and peace. 
And one there was, most dear and fair, 
Of all that smiled around me there — 
A gentle maid, with a cloudless face. 
And a form so full of fairy grace ; 
Who, when I turned with scornful spleen 
From the feast in the bower, or the dance on 

the green, 
Would humour all my wayward will. 
And love me and forgive me still. 
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But what of that ? In many a fight— 

Though he, who shouldn't say it, said it^ 
He still had home him like a knight, 

And had his share of hlows and credit; 
And if she would but condescend 

To meet him at the Priest's to-morrow, 
And be henceforth his guide, his friend, 

In every toil, in every sorrow, 
They'd sail instanter from the Downs ; 

His hands just now were quite at leisure ; 
And, if she fancied foreign crowns. 

He'd win them with the greatest pleasure. 

" A year is gone" — ^the damsel sighed, 

But blushed not, as she so replied — 

"Since one I loved — alas I how well 

He knew not, knows not — ^left our delL 

Time brings to his deserted cot 

No tidings of his after-lot; 

But his weal or woe is still the theme 

Of my daily thought, and my nightly dream. 

Poor Alice is not proud or coy ; 

But her heart is with her minstrel-boy." 

Away from his arms the damsel bounded. 
And left him more and more confounded* 
He mused of the present, he mused of the past. 
And he felt that a spell was o'er him cast ; 
He shed hot tears, he knew not why, 
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Lnd talked to himself, and made repl j ; 
111 a calm o'er his troubled senses orept, 
Lnd, as the daylight waned, he slept. 
*oor gentleman I — ^I need not saj, 
leneath an ancient oak he lay. 

•* He is welcome" — o'er his bed, 
Thus the bonnteons Fairy said:—* 

*' He has conned the lesson now ; 

He has read the book of pain : 
There are furrows on his brow, 

I must make it smooth again. 

"Lo, I knock the spurs away; 

Lo, I loosen belt and brand; 
Hark I I hear the courser neigh 

For his stall in Fairy-land. 

"Bring the cap, and bring the vest; 

Buckle on his sandal shoon ; 
Fetch his memory from the chest 

In the treasury of the moon. 

" I have taught him to be wise. 

For a little maiden's sake ; — 
Lo I he opens his glad eyes, 

Softly, slowly :— Minstrel, wake I" 
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The snn has risen, and WilMd is cxxme 

To his early friends and his cottage home. 

His hazel ejes and his looks of gold 

Are just as thej were in the time of old: 

Bat a blessing has been on the sool within, 

For that is won from its secret sin ; 

More loving now, and worthier love 

Of men below and of saints above. 

He reins a steed with a lordly air, 

Which makes his country consins stare: 

And he speaks in a strange and conrtly phrase^ 

Though his voice is the voice of other days. 

But where he has learned to talk and ride, 

He will tell to none but his bonny bride. 

(Written in 1880 ; bat reyised by tih« author, and ]v|d|r 
added to, in 1887.) 
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THE LEGEND OF THE DRACHENFELS. 

'* Death be ber doom I we must not ^are, 
Thongb tbe voice be sweet, tbongh tbe face be 

fair, 
"Wben tbe looks deride and tbe lips blaspbeme 
Tbe Serpent-God of our ballowed stream. 

'* Deatb be ber doom 1 tbat tbe fearfol King 
Hay joy in tbe gift bis Totaries bring ; 
And smile on tbe valley, and smile on tbe rock, 
To fresben tbe vine, and to fatten tbe flock. 

" Deatb be ber doom I ere the pitiless One 
Leap from bis rest at set of sun ; 
Seek from bis crag bis wonted prey, 
And pnnisb in wratb our long delay!" 

It was a gray-baired Obieif tbat said 

Tbe words of fate, tbe words of fear ; 
A battered casqae was on bis bead. 

And in bis grasp a broken spear : 
It was a captive maid tbat met. 

Sedate, serene, tbe stem command; 
Around ber neck ber beads were set, 

An ivory cross was in ber band. 
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" Lead me away I I am weak and yomig, 
Captiye the fierce and the prond among; 
Bat I will praj an hamble prayer, 
That the feeble to strike may be firm to bear. 

** Lead me away I the voice may £eu1, 

And the lips grow white, and the cheeks tuii 

pale; 
Yet will ye know that nanght bat em 
Chafes or changes the soal within. 

Lead me away I oh, dear to mine eyes 
Are the flowery fields, and the sonny skies; 
Bat I cannot torn from the Gross divine 
To bend my knee at an idoPs shrine." 

They clothe her in soch rich array 
As a bride prepares for her bridal day ; 
Aroond her forehead, that shines so bright, 
They wreathe a wreath of roses white, 
And set on her neck a golden chain — 
Spoil of her sire in combat slain. 

Over her head her doom is said ; 

And with folded arms, and measored tread, 

In long procession, dark and slow, 

Up the terrible hill they go. 

Hymning their hymn, and cr3ring their cry 

To him, their Demon Deity. — 
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Karj, Mother I sain and save I 

The maiden kneels at the Dragon's caye I 

Alas I 'tis fiightfol to behold 
That thing of Nature's softest mould, 
In whose slight shape and delicate hue 
Life's loveliness beams fresh and new, 
Bonnd on the bleak hill's topmost height, 
To die, and bj snoh death, to-night I 
But yester-eve, when the red sun 
His race of grateful toil had run. 
And over earth the moon's soft rays 
Lit up the hour of prayer and praise, 
She bowed within the pleasant shade 
By her own fragrant jasmine made; 
And while her clear and thrilling tone 
Asked blessing from her Maker's throne, 
Heard the notes echoed to her ear 
From lips that were to her most dear. 
Her sire, her kindred, round her knelt ; 
And the young Priestess knew and felt 
That deeper love than that of men 
Was in their natural temple then. 
That love — is now its radiance chill ? 
Fear not ; it guides, it guards her still I 

The temper of our stoutest maU 
In battle's fiery shock may fail ; 
The trustiest anchor may betray 



i 
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Our vessel in the treaohercraa spraj ; 

Tlie dearest Mend we ever knew 

In our worst need maj prove untrue : 

But come what may of doubt or dread 

About our lonelj path or bed^ 

On tented field, or stormy wave, 

Id dungeon-ceU, or njonntain-cavaij 

In want, in pain, ia death — where'er 

One meek heart proys, 6od"^B love is there I 

The crowd departed : her wandering eye 
Followed their steps^ as they left her to dio^ 
Down the steep and atern descent, 
Strangely mingled, the Heathen went — 
Palsied dotard, and beardless boy^ 
Sharers to-night in their savage joy — 
Hoary priest, and warrior grim, 
Shaking the lance, and eh an ting the hymn ; 
And ever and anxiously looking back, 
To watch if yet, on his aliray track 
He rolled him fortl^ that ghastly guest^ 
To taste of the banquet he loved the heaL 

The crowd departed ; and alone 
Slie kneeled upon the ruggsd stone, 
Alas! it was a dUinal pause, 
Wlien the wild rabble's fierce applause 

Died slowly on the answering air ; 
And, in the still and mute profound^ 
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8he started eyea at the sonnd 

Of the half-thonght, half-spoken prayer 
Her heart and lip had scarcely power 
To feel or frame in that dark honr. 
Fearfid, yet blameless! — ^for her birth 
Had been of Katnre's common earth, 
And she was nnrsed, in happjer honrs, 
By Nature's common suns and showers : 
And when one moment whirls away 
Whatever we know or trust to-day, 
And opens that eternal book 
On which we long, and dread to look. 
In that quick change of sphere and scope — 

That rushing of the spirit's wings, 
From all we have to all we hope. 

From mortal to immortal things — 
Though madly on the giddy brink 

Despair may jest, and Guilt dissemble — 
White Innocence awhile will shrink, 

And Piety be proud to tremble I 

But quickly from her brow and cheek 

The flush of human terror faded. 
And she aroused, the maiden meek. 

Her fainting spirit, self-upbraided, 
And felt her secret soul renewed 
In that her solemn solitude. 
Unwonted strength to her was given 

To bear the rod and dnnk the cup ; 



200 LTCSEnO oir tHB 



Her pulse beat calmer, and to 1 

Her T(4oe in finner'toiui went iip: 
And as upon her gentle lieart • ' '^ 

The dew of holy peace deeoendBcif 
She saw her last snnli^t depart 

With awe and hope BO Bweefly Uended 
Into a deep md tranquil senBe 
Of onpresimiing confidence, 
That if the blinded tribes, whos^ bralli 
Had doomed her to sooh dole and death, 
Could bat have caught one bright brief ^fnm 
Of that nngrieving countenance, 
And marked the light of glory shcid 
Already o'er hw nnlesB head, 

The tears with which her eyea were fbA— ^ 
Tears not of anguish — and the Bmile 
Of new-born rapture, which the while 
As with a lustrous veil arrayed 
Her brow, her cheek, her lip, and made 

Her beauty more than beautlM — 
Oh, would they not have longed to share 
Her torture — ^yeal her transport, there! 

" Father, my sins are very great ; 

Thou readest them, whatever they be: 
But penitence is all too late ; 

And unprepared I come to Thee, 

Uncleansed, unblessed, nnBhrhreal 
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•* Yet Thou, in whose all-searohing sight 

No human thing is undefiled — 
Thou, who art merciful in might, 

Father, Thou wilt forgive Thy child- 
Father, thou hast forgiven ! 

"Thy will, not hers, be done to-day I 

If in this hour, and on this spot. 
Her soul indeed must pass away 

Among fierce men who know Thee not — 

Thine is the breath Thou gavesti 

" Or if Thou wilt put forth Thine hand 
And shield her from the jaws of flame. 

That she may live to teach the land 

Whose people hath not heard Thy name — 
Thine be the life Thou savest!^' 

Bo spoke the blessed maid ; and now 
Crossing her hands upon her breast, 

With quiet eye, and placid brow. 
Awaited the destroying peft ; 

Not like a thing of sense and life 

Soul-harassed in such bitter strife. 

But tranquil, as a shape of stone. 

Upraised in ages long bygone, 

To mark where, closed her toilsome race, 

gome sainted sister sleeps in grace. 
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Such imeJb* dM mmmi iftM* kvpM^iMiffiJi j 
Sweet inld-flow)n% MMttOf IMHI^MI 
And8hehAdp]Med,wlihpft0a»'M%": ^i^^ 
Her Gnidftx befim bir ilNN^ ^ 
That her kit look a^ tiioagMs^gtt to 
Of Ohrist^ and of the Hol/IVee. 

And now, metbdnlu^ aft whaA ay lagf ' ' *• '^'^ 

Of thifl poor maid hath yii to aigr, i - ^'«^ 

Wm Wit aanano a aoonftd look, ^ r: 3ii:c: 

And Wiadam eon a gnvo nibiilBa. 

I heed them not; ftiU' oft their lies 

In sndh tune-homoored hlrtoiiaBi 

Hived throQf^ long agea in the afeoM i,.-.'i^^i 

Of the mde peaaaat'a nuaaiy lor% " ^^^ 

A pathoB of a deeper roth, 'f^' 

A moral of a pnrer truth, ' , 

Than anght we study in the page 

Of lofty bard or learned sage ; 

Therefore, my gentle Muse, prolong 

In faith thy legendary song. 

The day was gone, but it was not nig^t : — 
Whither so suddenly fled the light? 
Kature seemed sick with a sore disease; 
Over her hills and streams and trees 

Unnatural darkness fell; 
The earth and the heaven, the river and ahoN^ 
In the lurid mist were seen no more; 
And the voice of the mountiun monster roaa 
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As he lifted him up from his noontide repose, 
first in a hiss, and then in a cry, 
And then in a yell that shook the sky ; — 
The eagle from high fell down to die 

At the sound of that mighty yeU : — 
From his wide jaws broke, as in wrath he woke, 
Scalding torrents of sulphurous smoke ; 
And crackling coals, in mad ascent, 
As from a red volcano went. 

And flames, like the flames of hell I 
But his scream of fury waxed more shrill, 
When, on the peak of the blasted Hill, 

He saw his victim bound. 
Forth the Devourer, scale by scale. 
Unveiled the folds of his steel-proof mail, 
Stretching his throat, and stretching his tail. 
And hither and thither rolling him o'er. 
Till he covered fourscore feet and four 

Of the wearied and wailing ground : 
And at last he rdsed from his stony bed 
The horrors of his speckled head ; 
Up like a comet the meteor went. 
And seemed to shake the Armament, 

And batter heaven's own walls! 
For many a long mile, well I ween. 
The fires that shot from those eyes were seen; 
The Burschen of Bonn, if Bonn had been. 

Would have shuddered in their halls. 
Woe for the Virgin I — ^bootless here 
Were glistening shield and whistling spear 
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Sach battle to abide ; 
The mightiest engines that ever the trade 
Of human homicide hath made, 
Warwolf, balist, and catapult, 
Would like a stripling^s wand insnlt 

That adamantine hide. 
Woe for the Virgin ! — 

Lo! what e^ell 
Hath scattered the darkness, and silenced the jdl, 

And quenched those fiery showers t — 
Why turns the serpent from his prey ? — 
The Gross hath barred his terrible way, 

The Cross among the flowers. 
As an eagle pierced on his cloudy throne, 
As a column sent from its base of stone, 
Backward the stricken monster dropped ; 
Kever he stayed, and never he stopped, 
Till deep in the gushing tide he sank. 

And buried lay beneath the stream, 

Passing away like a loathsome dream. 
Well may you guess how either bank 

As with an earthquake shook ; 
The mountains rooked from brow to base; 

The river boiled with a hideous din 

As the burning mass fell heavily in ; 
And the wide wide Bhine, for a mementos space, 

Was scorched into a brook. 

Night passed, ere the multitude dared to creep, 
Huddled together, up the steep ; 
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Thej came to the stone ; in speechless awe 
They fell on their face at the sight they saw : 
The maiden was free from hurt or harm, 
Bnt the iron had passed from her neck and arm. 
And the glittering links of the hroken chain 
Lay scattered about like drops of rain« 

And deem ye that the rescued child 

To her father-land would come, — 
That the remnant of her kindred smiled 

Around her in her home, 
And that she lived in love of earth, 

Among earth^s hopes and fears, 
And gave God thanks for the daily birth 

Of blessings in after-years ? — 
Holy and happy, she turned not away 
From the task her Saviour set that day ; — 
What was her kindred, her home, to her? 
She had been Heaven's own messenger ! 

Short time went by from that dread hour 
Of manifested wrath and power, 
Ere from the cliff a rising shrine 
Looked down upon the rolling Rhine. 
Duly the virgin Priestess there 
Led day by day the hymn and prayer ; 
And the dark Heathen round her pressed 
To know their Maker, and be blessed. 
YoL. L— 14 
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THE BRroAL OF BELMONT. 

A LEGKND OF THB SHINS. 

Whsbe foams and flows the glorious Rbine^ 

Many a rnin wan and gray 
Overlooks the com-fleld and the yiney 

Migestic in its dark decay. 
Among their dim clouds^ long ago^ 
They mocked the hattles that raged helow. 
And greeted the gnests in arms that oamey 
With hissing arrow, and scalding flame : 
But there is not one of the homes of pride 
That frown on the breast of the peacefiQ tide^ 
Whose leafy walls more prondly tower 
Than these, the walls of Belmont Tower. 

Where foams and flows the glorious Rhine, 

Many a fierce and fiery lord 
Did carve the meat, and pour the wine, 

For all that revelled at his board. 
Father and son, they were all alike, 
Firm to endure, and fast to strike ; 
Little they loved but a Fran or a feast, 
Nothing they feared but a prayer or a priest; 
But there was not one in all the land 
More trusty of heart, more stout of hand. 
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More valiant in field, or more courteous in 

bower, 
Than Otto, the Lord of Belmont Tower. 
His eyes were bright, his eyes were blue, 

As summer^s sun, as summer's heaven ; 
His age was barely twenty-two ; 

His height was just five feet eleven: 
His hounds were of the purest strain. 

His hawks the best from every nation ; 
His courser's tail, his courser's mane. 

Was all the country's admiration: 
His frowns were lightnings charged with fate ; 

His smiles were shafts from Cupid's quiver ; 
He had a very old estate, 

And the best vineyards on the river. 
So ancient dames, you need not doubt. 

Would wink and nod their pride and pleasure. 
Whene'er the youthful Count led out 

Their eldest or their youngest treasure ; 
Take notes of what his Lordship said 

On shapes and colours, songs and dances, 
And make their maidens white or red, 

According to his Lordship's fancies. 
They whispered, too, from time to time. 

What might escape the Count's inspection, 
That Linda's soul was all sublime ; 

That Gertrude's taste was quite perfection ; 
Or blamed some people's forward tricks, 

And very charitably hinted, 
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Their neighbour's nieoe was twenty-six, 
Their cousin's clever daughter squinted. 

Are you rich, single, and "your Grace?" 
I pity your unhappy case ; 
Before you launch your first new carriage, 
The women have arranged your marriage ; 
Where'er your weary wit may lead you. 
They pet you, praise you, fret you, feed you; 
Consult your taste in wreaths and laces. 
And make you make their books at Races ; 
Your little pony. Tarn O'Shanter, 
Is found to have the sweetest canter ; 
Your curricle is quite reviving. 
And Jane's so bold when you are driving! 
One recollects your father's habits. 
And knows the warren, and the rabbits I 
The place is really princely— only 
They're sure you'll find it vastljr lonely. 
Another, in more tender phrases, 
Becords your sainted mother's praises; 
Pronounces her the best of creatures, 
And finds in you her tones and features. 

You go to Cheltenham, for the waters. 
And meet the Countess and her daughters ; 
You take a cottage at Geneva — 
Lol Lady Anne and Lady Eva. 
After a struggle of a session, 
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Yon just surrender at discretion, 

And live to cnrse the frauds of mothers, 

And envy all your younger brothers. 

Count Otto bowedy Count Otto smiled, 
When My Lady praised her darling child ; 
Count Otto smiled, Count Otto bowed, 
"When the child those praises disavowed ; 
But out on the cold one I he cared not a rush 
For the motherly pride, or the maidenly blush. 
As a knight should gaze Count Otto gazed, 
Where Bertha in all- her beauty blazed ; 
As a knight should hear Count Otto heard, 
When Liba sang like a forest bird ; 
But he thought, I trow, a'bout as long 
Of Bertha's beauty and Liba's song. 
As the sun may think of the clouds that play 
O'er his radiant path on a summer day. 

Many a maid had dreams of state, 

As the Count rode up to her father's gate ; 

Many a maid shed tears of pain. 

As the Count rode back to his Tower again ; 

But little he cared, as it should seem. 

For the sad, sad tear, or the fond, fond dream — 

Alone he lived — alone, and free 

As the owl that dwells in the hollow tree ; 

And belles and barons said and swore 

There never was knight so shy before I 
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I: was ftknost the first of May : 
The sun all smiles had passed awaj ; 

The mcM>ii was beantifdlly bright ; 
Earth, heaven, as usual in sach cases, 
Lc»oked up and down with hippy faces; 

In short, it was a charming night. 
And all alone, at twelve o'clock, 
The vonng Connt clambered down the rock, 
rnfhrled the sail, nnchained the oar. 
And pushed the shallop from the shore. 
The holiness that sweet time flings 
Upon all human thoughts and things. 
When Sorrow checks her idle sighs, 
And Care shuts fast her wearied eyes ; 
The splendour of the hues that played 
Fantastical o'er hill and glade, 
As verdant slope and barren cliff 
Seemed darting by the tiny skiff; 
The flowers, whose faint tips, here and there, 
Breathed out such fragrance, you might swear 
That every soundless gale that fanned 
The tide came fresh from Fairy -land ; 
The music of the mountain-rill. 
Leaping in glee from hill to hill. 
To which some wild-bird, now and then, 
[Made answer from her darksome glen — 
All this to him had rarer pleasure 
Than jester's wit or minstrel's measure; 
And, if you ever loved romancing, 
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Or felt extremely tired of dancing, 
Ton'll hardly wonder that Ooant Otto 

Left, for the scene my muse is painting, 
The Lady Hildebrand's ridotto, 

Where all the Rhenish world was fsdnting. 

What melody glides o'er the starlit stream? 

"Lurleyl Lurleyl" 
Angels of grace I does the young Oonnt dream? 

"Lnrleyl Lurleyl" 
Or is the scene indeed so fair 
That a nymph of the sea or a nymph of the air 
Has left the home of her own delight, 
To sing to our roses and rocks to-night ? 

"Lurleyl Lurleyl" 
Words there are none ; but the waves prolong 
The notes of that mysterious song : 
He listens, he listens, and all around 
Ripple the echoes of that sweet sound — 

"Lurleyl Lurleyl" 
No form appears on the river-side ; 
No boat is borne on the wandering tide ; 
And the tones ring on, with naught to show 
Or whence they come or whither they go — 

"Lurleyl Lurleyl" 
As fades one murmur on the ear, 
Tliere comes another, just as clear; 
And the present is like to the parted strain 
As link to link of a golden chain : 

"Lurleyl Lurleyl" 
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Whether the yoioe be sad or gaj, 
*Twere very hard for the Oonnt to say; 
Bat pale are his cheeks and pained his hroiTi 
And the boat drifts on he recks not how ; 
His pulse is qtuck and his heart is wild, 
And he weeps, he weeps, like a little child. 

O mighty Music I they who know 

The witchery of thy wondrous bow, 

Forget, when thy strange spells have bound 

them, 
The visible world that lies aronnd them. 
When Lady Mary sings Rossini, 
Or stares at spectral Paganini, 
To Lady Mary does it matter 
Who langh, who love, who frown, who flatter! 
Oh, no ; she cannot heed or hear 
Reason or rhyme from prince or peer : 
In vain for her Sir Charles denounces 
The horror of the last new flounces ; 
In vain her friend the Member raves 
Of ballot, bullion, sugars, slaves; 
Predicts the nation's future glories, 
And chants the requiem of the Topes ; 
And if some fond and foolish lisper 
Recites, in passion's softest whisper. 
The raptures which young love imparts 
To mutual minds and kindred hearts, — 
Poor boy, — she minds him just as mnch 
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As if 'twere logic, or High Dutch. 

As little did the young Ejiight care, — 

While still he listened to the air 

Breathed by some melodist unseen, 

Much wondering what it all might mean, — 

For those odd changes of the sky. 

To dark from bright, to moist from dry, 

Which furnish to the British nation 

Three-quarters of its conversation. 

Meantime a gust, a drop, a flash 

Had warned, perhaps, a youth less rash, 

To shun a storm of fiercer fury. 

Than ever stunned the gods of Drury. 

Hid was the bright heaven's loveliness 

Beneath a sudden cloud. 
As a bride might doff her bridal dress 

To don her funeral shroud ; 
And over flood, and over fell, 

With a wild and wicked shout. 
From the secret cell, where in chains they dwell, 

The joyous winds rushed out ; 
And the tall hills through, the thunder flew, 

And down the fierce hail came ; 
And from peak to peak the lightning threw 

Its shafts of liquid flame. 
The boat went down ; without delay, 
The luckless boatman swooned away; 
And when, m a clear Spring morning rose, 
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He woke in wonder from repose, 

The river was calm as the river oonld I 

And the thrash was awake on the gladflt 

And there he lay, in a sunny cave, 

On the margin of the tranquil wave. 

Half deaf with that infernal din, 

And wet, poor fellow, to the skin. 

He looked to the left and he looked \ 

right — 
Why hastened he not, the noble knight, 
To dry his aged nurse's tears, 
To calm the hoary butler's fears. 
To listen to the prudent speeches 
Of half a dozen loquacious leeches — 
To swallow cordials circumspectly. 
And change his dripping cloak directly? 
With foot outstretched, with hand upraised, 
In vast surprise he gazed, and gazed : 
Within a deep and damp recess 
A maiden lay in her loveliness 1 
Lived she ? — in sooth 'twere hard to tell, 
Sleep counterfeited Death so well. 
A shelf of the rock was all her bed ; 
A ceiling of crystal was o'er her head ; 
Silken veil nor satin vest 
Shrouded her form in its silent rest ; 
Only her long, long golden hair 
About her lay like a thin robe there. 
Up to her couch the young knight crept: 
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How very sound tlie maiden slept I 

Fearful and faint the yonng knight sighed : 

The echoes of the cave replied. 

He leaned to look upon her face ; 

He clasped her hand in a wild embrace ; 

Never was form of such fine mould — 

But the hands and the face were as white and 
cold 

As they of the Parian stone were made, 

To which, in great Minerva's shade, 

The Athenian sculptor's toilsome knife 

Gave all of loveliness but life. 

On her fair neck there seemed no stain 

Where the pure blood coursed through the deli- 
cate vein ; 

And her breath, if breath indeed it were, 

Flowed in a current so soft and rare, 

It would scarcely have stirred the young moth's 
wing 

On the path of his noonday wandering — 

Never on earth a creature trod. 

Half so lovely, or half so odd. 

Count Otto stares till his eyelids ache. 
And wonders when she'll please to wake ; 
While Fancy whispers strange suggestions, 
And Wonder prompts a score of questions. 
Is she a nymph of another sphere ? 
How came she hither? what doth she here? 
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Or if the morning of Ilot birth 
Be registered on this oor earth, 
Why hath she fled from her fiither^B halLif 
And where hath she left her cloaks and ahaw 
Tliere was no time for Reason's leotores, 
There was no time for Wit's coi^Jeotures ; 
He threw his arm with timid haiate 
Around the maiden's slender waist, 
And raised her np, in a modest waj, 
From the cold bare rock on which die laj: 
He was bnt a mile from bis castle-gate, 
And the lady was scarcely fiye stone wei§^; 
He stopped in less than half an honr, 
With his beanteons bnrden, at Belmont Tow« 

Gayly, I ween, was the chamber dressed, 

As the Connt gave order, for his gnest ; 

Bnt scarcely on the conch, 'tis said, 

That gentle guest was fairly laid, 

When she opened at once her great bine eyefl^ 

And, after a glance of brief surprise, 

Ere she had spoken, and ere she had heard 

Of wisdom or Wit a single word, 

She laughed so long, and laughed so loud, 

That Dame Ulrica often vowed 

A dirge is a merrier thing by half 

Than such a senseless, soulless laugh. 

Around the tower the elfin crew 

Seemed shouting in mirthful concert too ; 
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And echoed roof, and trembled rafter, 
With that Tmseiitimental laughter. 

As soon as that droll tumult passed, 

The maiden^s tongue, unchained at last. 

Asserted all its female right, 

And talked and talked with all its might. 

Oh, how her low and liquid voice 

Made the rapt hearer^s soul rejoice I 

'Twas full of those clear tones that start 

From innocent childhood's happy heart. 

Ere passion and sin disturb the well 

In which their mirth and music dwell. 

Bat man nor master could make out 

What the eloquent maiden talked about ; 

The things she uttered like did seem 

To the babbling waves of a limpid stream ; 

For the words of her speech, if words they 

might be, 
Were the words of a speech of a far countrie ; 
And when she had said them o'er and o'er. 
Count Otto understood no more 
Than you or I of the slang that falls 
From dukes and dupes at TattersalPs, 
Of Hebrew fi'om a bearded Jew, 
Or metaphysics from a Blue. 

Count Otto swore (Count Otto's reading 
Might well have taught him better breeding) 
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That whether the maiden should fiune or fr 
The maiden should not leave him yet ; 
And so he took prodigious pains 
To make her happy in her chains : 
From Paris came a pair of oooks, 
From Gottingen a load of books; 
From Venice stores of gorgeous soits, 
From Florence minstrels and their lutes; 
The youth himself had special piide 
In breaking horses for his bride ; 
And his old tutor, Doctor Hermann, 
Was brought from Bonn to teaoh her Genu 

He who with curious step hath strayed 

Alone through some suburban shade, 

To rural Ohelsea sauntering down, 

Or wandering over Camden Town, 

The sacred mansions oft has seen. 

Whose walls are white, whose gates are grec 

Where ladies with respected names, 

Miss Black, Miss Brown, Miss Jenks, Miss Jan 

For fifty pounds a year or so 

Teach beauty all it ought to know, — 

How long have been the reigns and lives 

Of British monarchs and their wives, — 

How fast the twinkling planets run. 

From age to age about, the sun, — 

The depths of lakes, the heights of hills. 

The rule of three, the last quadrilles, 
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Italian airs, Parisian phrases, 
The class and soz of shells and daiines, 
The rules of grammar and of grace, 
Bight sentiments, and thorongh-hass. 
There quick the young idea shoots. 
And hears its hlossoms and its fruits. 
The rosy nymph, who nothing knows 

But just to scream a noisy hallad, 
To mend her little brother's hose, 

To make a cake, or mix a salad, 
Tormented for a year or two 

(So fast the female wit advances), 
Shall grow superlatively blue, 

And print a volume of romances. 
But ne'er did any forward child, 

In any such sequestered college. 
Trip faster than my maiden wild 

Through every path of useful knowledge. 

In May o'er grassy hill and vale 

like some young fawn's her footsteps bounded ; 
In May upon the morning gale 

Like some blithe bird's her carols sounded : 
June came ; — she practised pirouetSes 

That might have puzzled Bigottini, 
And decked her simple canzonets 

With shakes that would have charmed Eos- 
sini. 
In spring to her the A, B, C, 
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Appeared a mjsterj quite as xpurkj' 
Ab galvanbm to Owliyhee^ 

Or aanual Parliaments to Turkej j 
But wlien tip on the flood and fell 

Brown antuniE^B esrlie&t storms were low^ring^ 
SLe waa quite cooijjeteiU to spell 

Tb rough all tlie books of Doctor Bowrmfi 

Ko cheerful friend, no quiet gntjat, 
Doth Wisdom come to human breast ; 
She brings the day-beam, but in sootli 
She briuG^g its trouble with its truth* 
With every cloud that flits and fliea 
Somo dear delusion fades and dies ; 
With 6Y^tj flash of perfect light 
Some loveless prospect blasts the sigbt. 
Shut up the page \ for in its lore 
Are fears and doubti imfelt before ; 
Fling dowTi the wreath ; for Sorrow weaves, 
Amid the laurel^ oypresa-leaves, 

Mcmns waxed and waned - and yon might trace 
In the eaptLve maiden gradual change ; 

Ever and ever of form and face 

Some charm seemed fresh and new and 
strange : 

Over her cold and colourleaa cheek 
The blasli of the rn^e began to glow, 

And her quickened pulse began to speak 



\ 
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Of human bliss and human woe ; 
Her features kept their beauty still, 

But a graver shade was o'er them thrown ; 
Her voice had yet its clear soft thrill, 

But its echo took a sadder tone. 

Oft, till the Oount came up from wine, 

She sat alone by the lattice high, 
Tracing the course of the rolling Khine 

With a moody brow and a wistful eye; 
Still, as the menials oft averred, 

Talking and talking, low and long, 
In that droll language which they heard, 

At her first coming, from her tongue. 
None but the Pope of Rome, they deemed, 

Could construe what the damsel said ; 
But this they knew, by turns she seemed 

To soothe, to threaten, to upbraidt 
And oft on a crag at dawn she stood, 

Her golden harp in her pretty hand. 
And sang such songs to the gurgling flood 

As an exile sings to his native land ; 
Till, if a listener dared intrude. 

She hastened back to the postern-gate, 
Blushing, as if her solitude 

Were as dear and as wrong as a tete-^UU, 

'Twas wondrous all ; but most of all. 
That, held in strict though gentle tbndl, 
Vol. L— 16 
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She seemed so slow to take upon her 
The style and state of threatened hanoizr. 
For often, when on hended knee 
Count Otto pressed his amorons plea, 
And begged, before his heart should break^ 
SheM be a Countess for his sake^ 
Without the slightest show of flofry, 
She chid his heat, and checked his htirfjr: 
He might allow her time, she said^ 
To learn the life his Lordship led ; 
Such hawking, hunting, dining, drinking,— 
At times she felt her poor heart sinking I 
At home, in bed the livelong day, 
She lived in such a different way ; 
So calm, so cool, — her father's daughter 
Was ne'er a minute in hot water^ 

Then their acquaintance, she must state, 

Was of a very recent date ; 

They met in May, he should remember, 

And now were hardly in December ; 

Such eyes as hers, she had a notion. 

Were worth at least a year's devotion. 

Her kindred had their fancies too, 

Of what young ladies ought to do : 

All sorts of mischief might befall, 

If rashly in her father's hall 

Before twelve months of courtship ended 

She showed her face with bef intended.— » 
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But where that father's hall ? — vain, vain ; 

She turned her eyes in silence down ; 
And if you dared to ask again, 

Her only answer was a frown. 
Some people have a knack, we know, 
Of saying things mal-d-propo8j 
And making all the world reflect 
On what it hates to recollect. 
They talk to misers of their heir, 
To women of the days that were, 
To ruined gamhlers of the hox, 
To thin defaulters of the stocks. 
To poets of the wrong Review, 
And to the French of Waterloo. 
The Count was not of these : he never 
Was half so clumsy, half so clever ; 
And when he found the girl would rather 
Say nothing more about her father. 
He changed the subject — ^told a fable — 
Believed that dinner was on table — 
Or hinted, with an air of sorrow. 
The certainty of rain to-morrow. 

Meantime the world began to prate 

Of young Count Otto's ptirposed marriage ; 

Dbcussed the jewels and the plate, 
Described the dresses and the carriage. 

The lady's rank, the lady's name, 
As usual in such curious cases, 
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'Were sAed by xoany a noble danu^ 
With most ezpresaye tonfis aod ftMft| 

The grave and gay, the old and jOQUg, 
Looked very ardi, or very leiioiia; 

Some whispered sometiiing thai waa wnng^ 
Some murmured much that waa jayatarioaa 

One aunt, a strict old maiden, thoui^t^— r 

And conld not bear the thought to 
Young persons poMtively ou|^t 

To have a fjEttibier and a mother ; * 
And wondered, with becoming soonii 

How far presumption might be oanied, 
When hussies who had ne'er bean bom 

Began to think of being married I 
Another, fair, and kind as fair, 

Was heard by many to protest 
It was her daily wish and prayer 

That she might see her nephew blest; 
And though, as matters stood, of course 

'Twas quite impossible to call 
On somebody, whom she perforce 

Considered nobody at all, 
When once the Church had done its part, 

And ratified the Count's selection. 
She'd clasp the Countess to her heart, 

Impromptu, with profound affection. 

The winter storms went darkly by. 
And, from a blue and cloudless sky, 
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n file sun looked cheerfully 
/pen the rolling Rhine; 
jd spring brought back to the budding flowers 
ts genial light and freshening showers, 
And music to the shady bowers, 
And verdure to the vine. 

And now it is the first of May; 
For twenty miles round all is gay ; 
Cottage and castle keep holiday ; 

For how should sorrow lower 
On brow of rustic or of knight, 
When heaven itself looks all so bright. 
Where Otto's wedding-feast is dight 

In the hall of Belmont Tower? 

For the maiden's hair the wreath is wrought ; 
For the maiden's hand the ring is bought ; 
Be she a Fiend, or be she a Fay, 
She shall be Otto's bride to-day. 
And he, — ^for he at last discovers 
That " no" is a word unfit for lovers, — 
Has promised, as soon as the priest has done 
The terrible rite that makes them one, 
To step with her to the carriage-and-four 
That waits e'en now at the castle-door. 
And post to visit — " although," saith she, 
" A very odd road our road may be" — 
Her father, her mother, and two or three dozens 
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Of highly respectable aunts and < 

And he has sanctioned his boxuwnt^ 

Lest he should happen to repenti 

By a score or more of the oatbs thai lUpj 

As matters of course, from a bridegroom^ 1^ 

Stately matron and warrior tall 
Come to the joyous festival ; 
Gladly Otto welcomes all, 

As through the gate they throng ; 
He fills to the brim the wassall-cup; 
In the bright wine pleasure bj^bMob up^ 

And draughts and tales grow long; 
Bat grizzly knights are still and mnte^ 
And dames set down the untasted fruity 
When the bride awakes her golden lute, 

And charms them all with song: — 

^^ The dawn is past, the dusk comes fast^ 

No longer may I roam ; 
Full soon, full soon, the young May moon 

Will guide the truant home : 
Hasten we, hasten, groom and bride ; 

How merry we shall be ! 
Now open, father, open wide, 

Let in my lord with me. 

" Though treasures old of silver and gold 
Lie in thy secret store, 
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I bring thee to-night, to charm thy sight. 

Gifts thou wilt valae more ; 
Knightly valour, and lordly pride, 

Leal heart, and spirit free ; — 
Now open, father, open wide, 

Let in my lord with me. 

" I hear, I hear, with joy and fear. 

The old familiar tone ; 
I hear him call to his ancient hall 

His favourite, his own ; 
How will he chafe and how will he chide I 

For a fretful mood hath he ; — 
Now open, father, open wide. 

Let in my lord with mel" 

The nurses to the children say 

That, as the maiden sang that day. 

The Rhine to the heights of the beetling tower 

Sent up a cry of fiercer power, 

And again the maiden^s cheek was grown 

As white as ever was marble stone. 

And the bridesmaid her hand could hardly hold, 

Its fingers were so icy cold. 

Rose Count Otto from the feast. 
As entered the hall the hoary priest. 
A stalwart warrior, well I ween. 
That hoary priest in his youth had been ; 
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Bnt the might of his manhood he had ghren 

To penance and prayer, the Church and HeaWL 

For he had trayelled o^er land and wave; 

He had kneeled on many a martyr's grare; 

He had prayed in the meek St. Jerome'a odl, 

And had tasted St. Anthony's hlessed w«lL 

And relics ronnd his neck had he, 

Each worth a hanghty kingdom's fee— 

Scrapings of bones, and points of speani 

And yials of authentic tears — 

From a prophet's coffin a haUowed naOj 

And a preoions shred of oar Lady's veil; 

And therefore at his awfdl tread, 

The powers of darkness shrank with dread ; 

And Satan felt that no disgqise 

Oonld hide him from those chastened eyes. 

He looked on the bridegroom, he looked on th< 

bride, 
The yonng Connt smiled, bnt the old priest nghed 

" Fields with the father I have won ; 
I am come in my cowl to bless the son : 
Count Otto^ ere thou bend thy knee, 
What shall the hire of my service be ?'* 

" Greedy hawk must gorge his prey, 
Pious priest must grasp his pay ; 
Kame the guerdon, and so to the task ; 
Thine it is^ ere thy lipa can ask." 
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He frowned as lie answered — " Gold and gem, 
Count Otto, little I reck of them ; 
But your bride has skill of the lute, they say: 
Let her sing mo the song I shall name to-day." 

Loud laughed the Count : " And if she refuse 
The ditty. Sir Priest, thy whim shall choose, 
Kow back to the house of old St. Goar; 
I never bid priest to a bridal more." 

Beside the maiden he took his stand, 
He gave the lute to her trembling hand ; 
She gazed around with a troubled eye ; 
The guests all shuddered, and knew not why ; 
It seemed to them as if a gloom 
Had shrouded all the banquet-room, 
Though over its boards, and over its beams, 
Sunlight was glowing in merry streams. 

The stem priest throws an angry glance 
On that pale creature^s countenance ; 
Unconsciously her white hand flings 
Its soft touch o^er the answering strings ; 
The good man starts with a sudden thrill, 
And half relents from his purposed will ; 
But he signs the cross on his aching brow, 
And arms his soul for its warfare now. 
" Mortal maid, or goblin fairy, 
Bing me, I pray thee, an Ave-Mary I" 
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THE LEGEND OF THE TEUFEL-HAUS. 

The wslj was lone, and the hour was late, 

And Sir Rudolph was far from his castle-gate. 

The night came down, by slow degrees, 

On the river-stream, and the forest-trees; 

And by the heat of the heavy air. 

And by the lightning's distant glare, 

And by the rustling of the woods, 

And by the roaring of the floods. 

In half an hour, a man might say, 

The Spirit of Storm would ride that way. 

Bnt little he cared, that stripling pale. 

For the sinking sun, or the rising gale ; 

For he, as he rode, was dreaming now, 

Poor youth, of a woman's broken vow. 

Of the cup dashed down, ere the wine was 

tasted. 
Of eloquent speeches sadly wasted. 
Of a gallant heart all burnt to ashes. 
And tlie Baron of Katzberg's long mustaches. 
80 the earth below, and the heaven above. 
He saw them not ; — those dreams of love, 
As some have found, and some will find. 
Make men extremely deaf and blind. 
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At last he opened his great bine eyes, 
And looking about in vast surprise, 
Found that his hunter had turned his back 
An hour ago on the beaten track, 
And now was threading a forest hoar, 
Where steed had never stepped before. 

"By OsQsar's head," Sir Rudolph said, 

" It were a sorry joke, 
K I to-night should make my bed 

On the turf, beneath an oak ! 
Poor Roland reeks from head to hoof; — 

Now, for thy sake, good roan, 
I would we were beneath a roof, 

Were it the foul fiend's own !" 

Ere the tongue could rest, ere the lips c 

close. 
The sound of a listener's laughter rose. 
It was not the scream of a merry boy 
When Harlequin waves his wand of joy ; 
Nor the shout from a serious curate, won 
By a bending bishop's annual pun ; 
Nor the roar of a Yorkshire clown ; — oh, n 
It was a gentle laugh, and low ; 
Half uttered, perhaps, and stifled half, 
A good old-gentlemanly laugh ; 
8uch as my Uncle Peter's are. 
When he tells you his tales of Dr. Parr. 
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The rider looked to the left and the right, 

With something of marvel, and more of fright : 

Bnt hrighter gleamed his anxions eye, 

When a light shone out from a hill hard by. 

Thither he spurred, as gay and glad 

As Mrs. Macquill^s delighted lad, 

When he turns away from the Pleas of the 

Crown, 
Or flings, with a yawn, old Saunders down. 
And flies, at last, from all the mysteries 
Of Plaintiffs' and Defendants' histories, 
To make himself sublimely neat. 
For Mrs. Camac's in Mansfield Street. 

At a lofty gate Sir Rudolph halted ; 
Down from his seat Sir Rudolph vaulted : 
And he blew a blast with might and main. 
On the bugle that hung«by an iron chain. 
The sound called up a score of sounds; — 
The screeching of owls, and the baying of 

hounds. 
The hollow toll of the turret-bell. 
The call of the watchful sentinel. 
And a groan at last, like a peal of thunder. 
As the huge old portals rolled asunder. 
And gravely from the castle-hall 
Paced forth the white-robed seneschal. 
He stayed not to ask of what degree 
80 fair and famished a knight might be ; 
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Bnt knowing that all untimely qneation 
Kuifles the temper, and mars the digeation, 
He laid his hand npon the crupper, 
And said, — "Yon're jnat in time for anpperl** 

They led him to the smoking board, 

And placed him next to the castle's Lord. 

He looked aronnd with a hnrried glance: 

Yon may ride from the border to fair Penzuoe^ 

And nowhere, bnt at Epsom Races, 

Find snch a gronp of ruffian faces 

As thronged that chamber: some were tattjiig 

Of feats of hunting and of hawking, 

And some were drunk, and some were dreaming, 

And some found pleasure in blaspheming. 

He thought, as he gazed on the fearftd crew. 

That the lamps that burned on the walls burned 

blue. • 

They brought him a pasty of mighty size, 
To cheer his heart, and to charm his eyes; 
They brought the wine, so rich and old. 
And filled to the brim the cup of gold ; 
The Knight looked down, and the Knight looked 

up. 
But he carved not the meat, and he drained not 

the cup* 

*'no, ho 1'' said his host, with angry brow, 
*^ I wot our guest is fine ) 
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Ooi fare is far too coarse, I trotr, 

For snob nice taste as thine : 
Tet trust me I have cooked the food, 

And I have filled the can, 
Since I have lived in this old wood, 

For many a nobler man." — 
" The savoury buck and the ancient cask 

To a weary man are sweet ; 
But ere he taste, it is fit he ask 

For a blessing on bowl and meat. 
Let me but pray for a minute's space. 

And bid me pledge ye then ; 
I swear to ye, by our Lady's grace, 

I shall eat and drink like ten I" 

The Lord of the castle In wrath arose. 

He frowned like a fiery dragon ; 
Lidignantly he blew his nose, 

And overturned a flagon. 
And "Away," quoth he, "with the canting 

priest. 
Who comes uncalled to a midnight feast, 
And breathes through a helmet his holy benison, 
To sour my hock^ and spoil my venison 1" 

That moment all the lights tt^ent out ; 
And they dragged him forth, that rabble rout. 
With oath, and threat, and foul scurrility. 
And every sort of incivilityi 
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They barred the^gates ;. and tha pealjOfliwtfitli 

Sadden and shrill) that foUowad i 

Died off into a diamal tone, 

Like a parting spirit^s painM ] 

*^ I wish,'* said Bndolph, aa he atood 

On foot in the deep and dlent wood— 

" I wish, good Koland, rack and ataUa - 

May be kinder to-night than their maatflr^taUal'* 

By this the storm had fleeted by ; 

And the moon with a quiet nnile looked o«k 
From the glowing aroh of a dondleaB aky, 

Flinging her nlvery beama about 
On rock, tree, wave, and gladdening tH 

With jnst as miscellaneons bonnty, 
As Isabel's, whose sweet smil^ Ml 

In half an hour on half the county. 
Less wild Sir Rudolph's pathway seemed, 

As he turned from that discourteous tower; 
Small spots of verdure gayly gleamed 

On either side ; and many a flower, 
Lily, and violet, and heart's-ease. 

Grew by the way, a fragrant border; 
And the tangled boughs of the hoary treea 

Were twined in picturesque disorder : 
And there came from the grove, and there oama 
from the hill 

The loveliest sounds he had ever heard, 
The cheerful voice of the dancing rill, 

And the sad, sad song of tlie lonely bird. 
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And at last he stared with wondering ejes, 

As well he mi^, on a h«ige pavilion-: 
Twas clothed with stuffs of a h«ndred -dyes, 

Blue, purple, orange, ptak, vermilion; 
And there were q«aint devices traced 

All round in the Saracenic manner; 
And .the top, which gleamed like ^d, was 
graced 

With the drooping folds of a eilkea l»anner ; 
And on the poles, in silent pride, 

There sat small doves of white enamel; 
And the veil from the entrance was drawn aside, 

And flung on the humps of a silver camel. 
In short, it was the sweetest thing 

For a weary jovith in a wood to light on ; 
And finer £av than what a King 

Bailt up, to prove his taste, at Brighton. 

The gilded gate was all unbarred; 
And^ close beside it, for a guanl. 
There lay two dwarfs with mon€ftrous noses, 
Both fast asleep upon some roses. 
Sir Rudolph entered ; rich and bnght 
Was all that met his ravished sight; 
Soft tapestries from far eonntries brought. 
Rare cabinets with gems inwrought, 
White vases of the finest mould. 
And mirvors set in burnished gold. 
Upon a couch a greyhound slumbered; 
Vol. L— la 
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And a small tabla was encumbered 
With paiDtingrs, and an ivory Sute, 
And eweetmej^t^ and dclLcionB fi^iit. 
Sir Eudolph lost no time in praising ; 
For he, I should havo aaid^ was gadug; 
In attitude estremely tra^c. 
Up oil a. sight of stranger magie; 
A &ight^ which, saen at such a season. 
Might well astonish Mistress Reason, 
And score Dame Wisdom from her fences 
Of rules and inaAims^ moods and tenses^ 

Beneath a crimson canopy, 

A lady, passing fair, was lying ; 
Deep sleep was on l»er gentle e je, 

And in her sinmber a^te wis sighing 
Bewitelung sighs^ such sighs as say 

Beneath the moonlight, to a lover. 
Things whicli the coward tongne by day 

"Wonld notf for all the world^ discover ; 
She lay J ike a shape of senlptured stone j 
So pale^ so tranqnil t^— she had thrown, 

For the warm eyening^s sultriness, 
The broidered coverlet aside; 
And nothing was there to deck or hid& 

The glory of her loveliness^ 
But A ^earf of ganze fto light and tbin 
Yoii might see beneath the dazzling skun^ 



1 
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And watch the purple streamlets go 

Through the valleys of white and stainless snow, 

Or -here and there a wayward tress, 
Which wandered out with vast assurance 
From the pearls that kept the rest in durance, 
And fluttered about, as if 'twould try 
To lure a zephyr from the sky. 

" Bertha 1" — ^large drops of anguish came 
On Rudolph's brow, as he breathed that name, — 
" O fair and false one, wake, and fear I 
I, the betrayed, the scorned, am here." 
The eye moved not from its dull eclipse. 
The voice came not from the fast-shut lips : 
No matter I well that gazer knew 
The tone of bliss, and the eyes of blue. 

Sir Rudolph hid his burning face 
With both his hands, for a minute's space, 
And all his framcy in awful fashion. 
Was shaken by some sudden passion. 
What guilty fancies o'er him ran? — 

Oh I Pity will be slow to guess them ; 
And never, save to the holy man. 

Did good Sir Rudolph e'er confess them. 
But soon his spirit you might deem 
Came forth from the shade of the fearful dream ; 
His cheek, though pale, was calm again. 
And he spoke in peace, though he spoke in pain : 
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'^ Not mine I not mine I nov MarXf i 
Aid me the jsinfol hope to smother I 
Not mine, not mine I — ^I hare loved thee kag; 
Tbou hast quitted me with grief and wrong; 
Bat pnre the heart of a knight should be,— 
Sleep on, sleep on I thou art safe for me. 
Yet shalt thoa know hj a certain siga 
Whose lips have been so near to thine ; 
Whose ejes have looked upon thy sleep, 
And tamed away, and longed to weep ; 
Whose heart, — ^moam — ^madden as it wQl,— • 
Has spared thee, and adored thee stiUlt" 

His purple mantle, rich and wide, 
From his neck the trembling yonth untied, 
And flung it o^er those dangerous charm^ 
The swelling neck, and the rounded anooa 
Once more he looked, once more he sighed; 
And away, away from the perilous tent; 
Swift as the rash of an eagle's wing ' 
Or the flight of a shaft from Tartar string, 
Into the wood Sir Rudolph went : 
Not with more joy the schoolboys run 
To the gay green fields, when their task Is done ;- 
Not with more haste the members fly, 
When Huine has caught the Speaker's eye. 

At last the daylight came ; and then 
A score or two of serving-men, 
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8npposing that some sad disaster 
Had happened to their lord and master, 
"Went out into the wood, and found him 
Unhorsed, and with no mantle round him. 
Ere he could tell his tale romantic. 
The leech pronounced him clearly frantic, 
So ordered him at once to bed. 
And clapped a blister on his head. 

Within the sound of the castle-clock 
There stands a huge and rugged rock ; 
And I have heard the peasants say,^ 
That the grieving groom at noon that day 
Found gallant Roland, cold and stiff. 
At the base of the black and beetling cliff. 

Beside the rock there is an oak. 
Tall, blasted by the thunder-stroke ; 
And I have heard the peasants say, 
That there Sir Rudolph's mantle lay, 
And coiled in many a deadly wreath 
A venomous serpent slept beneath. 

(1S80.) 
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THE RED FISHERMAN, 

OB 
THE devil's decoy. 

*^0h flesh, flesh, how art thou flshifiedr 

BoMSO AMD Jcun. 

The Abbot arose, and closed his book, 

And donned Ms sandal shoon, 
And wandered forth, alone, to look 

Upon the summer moon : 
A starlight sky was o'er his head, 

A quiet breeze around ; 
And the flowers a thrilling fragrance shed, 

And the waves a soothing sound : 
It was not an hour, nor a scene, for aught 

But love and calm delight ; 
Yet the holy man had a cloud of thought 

On his wrinkled brow that night. 
He gazed on the river that gurgled by. 

But he thought not of the reeds ; 
He clasped his gilded rosary, 

But he did not tell the beads ; 
If he looked to the heaven, 'twas not to invoke 

The Spirit tliat dwelleth there ; 
If he opened his lips, the words they spoke 

Had never the tone of prayer. 
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A pioas priest miglit the Abbot seem, 

He had swayed the crozier well ; 
Bat what was the theme of the Abbotts dream, 

The Abbot were loath to tell. 

Oompanionlesfl, for a mile or more 

He traced the windings of the shore. 

Oh, beauteous is that river still, 

As it winds by many a sloping hill, 

And many a dim o'erarching grove, 

And many a flat and sunny cove. 

And terraced lawns, whose bright arcades 

The honeysuckle sweetly shades. 

And rocks, whose very crags seem bowers, 

So gay they are with grass and flowers 1 

But the Abbot was thinking of scenery 

About as much, in sooth, 
As a lover thinks of constancy, 

Or an advocate of truth. 
He did not mark how the skies in wrath 

Grew dark above his head ; 
He did not mark how the mossy path 

Grew damp beneath his tread ; 
And nearer he came, and still more near, 

To a pool, in whose recess 
The water had slept for many a year, 

Unchanged and motionless ; 
From the river-stream it spread away 

The space of a half a rood ; 
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The surface had the hue of day 

And the scent of human blood ^ 
The trees and the herbs that ro«md U grew 

Were venom oa» and foal, 
And the birds that -through the bushes flew 

Were the vulture and the owl ; 
The water was as dark and rank 

As ever a Oompanj pumped, 
And the perch, that was netted and laid on the 
bank, 

Grew rotten while it jumped ; 
And bold was he who thither oame 

At midnight, man or boy, 
For the place was cursed with an evil name, 

And that name was '^ The Devil's Decoy I** 

The Abbot was weary as abbot could be, 
And he sat down to rest on the stump of a tree: 
When suddenly rose a dismal tone, — 
Was it a song, or was it a moan? — 

"Ohol Ohol 

Above, — below,— 
Lightly and brightly they glide and go I 
The hungry and keen on the top are leaping, 
The lazy and fat in the depths are sleeping; 
Fishing is fine when the pool ia muddy, 
Broiling is rich when the coals are ruddy I" — 
In a monstrous fright, by the murky light, 
He looked to the left and he looked to the right, 
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And what was the vision close before him, 
That flung such a sudden stupor o'er him? 
'Twas a sight to make the hair uprise, 

And the life-blood colder run : 
The startled Priest struck both his thighs, 

And the abbey-clock struck one I 

All alone, by the side of the pool, 
A tall man sat on a three-legged stool, 
Kicking his heels on the dewy sod. 
And putting in order his reel and rod ; 
Red were the rags his shoulders wore, 
And a high red cap on his head he bore ; 
His arms and his legs were long and bare ; 
And two or three locks of long red hair 
"Were tossing about his scraggy neck. 
Like a tattered flag o'er a splitting wreck. 
It might be time, or it might be trouble. 
Had bent that stout back nearly double. 
Bunk in their deep and hollow sockets 
That blazing couple of Oongreve rockUs, 
And shrunk and shrivelled that tawny skin. 
Till it hardly covered the bones within. 
The line the Abbot saw him throw 
Had been fashioned and formed long ages ago, 
And the hands that worked his foreign vest 
Long ages ago had gone to their rest : 
You would have sworn, as you looked on them, 
He had flshed in the flood with Ham and Shem I 
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There was turning of keys, and creaUng 

locks, 
As ho took forth a bait from his iron box. 
Minnow or gentle, worm or fly, — 
It seemed not such to the Abbot's eye; 
Gayly it glittered with jewel and gem. 
And its shape was the shape of a diadem. 
It was fastened a gleaming hook abont 
By a chain within and a chain without; 
The Fisherman gave it a kick and a spin, 
And the water fizzed as it tumbled in I 

From the bowels of the earth, 
Strange and varied sounds had birth ; 
Now the battle's bursting peal, 
Neigh of steed, and clang of steel ; 
Now an old man's hollow groan 
Echoed from the dungeon-stone ; 
Now the weak and wailing cry 
Of a stripling's agony I — 
Cold by tliis was the midnight air ; 

But the Abbot's blood ran colder, 
"When he saw a gasping Knight lie there, 
With a gash beneath his clotted hair. 

And a hump upon his shoulder. 
And the loyal churchman strove in vain 

To mutter a Pater Noster ; 
For he who writhed in mortal pain 
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Was camped that night on Bosworth plain — 
The cruel Duke of Gloster I 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of 

locks, 
As he took forth a bait from his iron box. 
It was a haunch of princely size, 
Filling with fragrance earth and skies. 
The corpulent Abbot knew full well 
The swelling form, and the steaming smell; 
Never a monk that wore a hood , 
Gould better have guessed the very wood 
"Where the noble hart had stood at bay. 
Weary and wounded, at close of day. 

Sounded then the noisy glee 
Of a revelling company, — 
Sprightly story, wicked jest, 
Rated servant, greeted guest. 
Flow of wine, and flight of cork. 
Stroke of knife, and thrust of fork : 
But, where'er the board was spread, 
Grace, I ween, was never said 1 — 
Pulling and tugging the Fisherman sat ; 

And the Priest was ready to vomit. 
When he haujed out a gentleman, fine and fat, 
With a belly as big as a brimming vat, 

And a nose as red as a comet. 
"A capital stew," the Fisherman said, 

" With cinnamon and sherry I" 
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And the Abbot turned awftj bis head, 
Por his brother Wiis lying be tore him dead^ 
The Major of St Edrannd'e Bary! 

There was turnmg of keys, and creaking of 

locka^ 
Aa he took forth a bait from his iron hoi. 
It was a bundle of beautiful things,^ 
A peacock's tall, and a butterfly ^s winga, 
A scarlet slipper, an aubnrn cvirl, 
A mantle of silk, and a bracelet of pearl, 
And a packet of letters, from n-'bose sweet fold 
Such a stream of delicate odoai-a rolled^ 
That tiie Abbot fell on hia face, and fainted. 
And deemed his spirit was half-way sainted. 

Sounds seemed dropping from the skies, 

Stiiied whispers^ smothered sighfl^ 

And the breadth of vernal galea, 

And the voice of nightingales r 

But tlie nightingales were mute, 

Envious, when an unseen late 

Shaped the music of its chorda 

Into passion's thrilling words: 

*^ Smile, Ladj, smile I — I wiU not set 

Upon ray brow the coronet. 

Till tliou wilt gather roses wliite 

To wear around its gems of light. ^^^ 

Smile, Ladv, smile I^I will not see ^^H 
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Bivers and Hastings bend the knee, 
Till those bewitching lips of thine 
Will bid me rise in bliss from mine. 
Smile, Lady, smile I — for who would win 
A loveless throne through guilt and sin? 
Or who would reign o'er vale and hill, 
If woman^s heart were rebel still ?" 

One jerk, and there a lady lay, 

A lady wondrous fair ; 
But the rose of her lip had faded away, 
And her cheek was as white and as cold as clay, 

And torn was her raven hair. 
" Ah ha !" said the Fish^, in merry guise, 

"Her gallant was hooked before;" 
And the Abbot heaved some piteous sighs. 
For oft he had blessed those deep-blue eyes. 

The eyes of Mistress Shore I 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of 

locks. 
As he took forth a bait from his iron box. 
Many the cunning sportsman tried, 
Many he flung with a frown aside ; 
A minstrePs harp, and a miser's chest, 
A hermit's cowl, and a baron's crest. 
Jewels of lustre, robes of price, 
Tomtfl of heresy, loaded dice. 
And golden cups of the brightest wine 
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That eyer waa pressed from the BoTgrtudy rine. 
There was a perfume of sulpliur and nitrep 
As he came at last to a bJBbop^a mitre I 

From top to to© the Abbot shook ^ 

A& the Fisherman armed his golden hook, 

And awfnllj were hia features wrpnght 

Bj some dark dream or wakened thought. 

Look how the fearfnl felon gajsea 

On the scaffold hie country's Tengeance raises, 

When the lips are cracked and the jaws are dry 

With the thirst which onlj in death shall die: 

Mark the mariner's frenzied frown 

As the s waling wherry^ettles down, 

When peril has mmihed tlie sense and will, 

Though the hand and the foot may struggle stOl: 

Wilder far was the Abbot's glance, 

Deeper far was the Abbotts trance ; 

Fixed as a monument, still as air, 

He bent no knee, and he breathed no prayer; 

But he signed — ^he knew not why or how, — 

The sign of the Cross on his olammj brow. 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of 

looks, 
As he stalked away with his iron box. 

"Ohol Ohol 

The cock doth crow; ^ 

It is time for the Fisher to rise and go. 
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Sapposing that some sad disaster 
Had happened to their lord and master, 
Went out into the wood, and found him 
Unhorsed, and with no mantle round him. 
Ere he could tell his tale romantic, 
The leech pronounced him clearly frantic, 
So ordered him at once to bed, 
And clapped a blister on his head. 

Within the sound of the castle-clock 
There stands a huge and rugged rock ; 
And I have heard the peasants say,. 
That the grieving groom at noon that day 
Found gallant Roland, cold and stiff. 
At the base of the black and beetling cliff. 

Beside the rock there is an oak. 
Tall, blasted by the thunder-stroke ; 
And I have heard the peasants say. 
That there Sir Rudolph's mantle lay. 
And coiled in many a deadly wreath 
A venomous serpent slept beneath. 

(1S80.) 
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A pioas priest miglit the Abbot sceiu, 

He had swayed the crozier well ; 
Bat what was the theme of the Abbotts dream, 

The Abbot were loath to tell. 

Oompaiiionlesfl, for a mile or more 
He traced the windings of the shore. 
Oh, beauteous is that river still, 
As it winds by many a sloping hill, 
And many a dim o'erarching grove, 
And many a fiat and sunny cove, 
And terraced lawns, whose bright arcades 
The honeysuckle sweetly shades. 
And rocks, whose very crags seem bowers. 
So gay they are with grass and flowers 1 
But the Abbot was thinking of scenery 
' About as much, in sooth. 
As a lover thinks of constancy, 

Or an advocate of truth. 
He did not mark how the skies in wrath 

Grew dark above his head ; 
He did not mark how the mossy path 

Grew damp beneath his tread ; 
And nearer he came, and still more near. 

To a pool, in whose recess 
The water had slept for many a year, 

Unchanged and motionless ; 
From the river-stream it spread away 

The space of a half a rood ; 
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what was the vision close hefore hirn^ 
flung such a sudden stupor o'er him? 
^ a sight to make the hair nprise, 
id the life-blood colder mn : 
itartled Priest struck both his thighs, 
id the abbey-clock struck one I 

lone, by the side of the pool, 
1 man sat on a three-legged stool, 
ing his heels on the dewy sod, 
patting in order his reel and rod ; 
leere the rags his shoulders wore, 
a high red cap on his head he bore ; 
rms and his legs were long and bare ; 
two or three locks of long red hair 
I tossing about his scraggy neck, 
a tattered flag o'er a splitting wreck, 
ght be time, or it might be trouble, 
bent that stout back nearly double, 

in their deep and hollow sockets 
blazing couple of Oongreve rockUs, 
shrunk and shrivelled that tawny skin, 
: hardly covered the bones within, 
ine the Abbot saw him throw 
jeen fashioned and formed long ages ago, 
the hands that worked his foreign vest 

ages ago had gone to their rest : 

leould have sworn, as you looked on them, 

nd flshed in the flood with Ham and Shem I 
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The chase of folly, and the scorn of fate, 
Friendship's fresh throh, and Passion's April 
thrilling 
For some high lady, whom your elder brother 
Declares is old enough to be your mother. 



Sir Lidian had attained his sixteenth year, 
And was the loveliest stripling in the land; 

His small, soft features and his colour clear 
Were like a budding girl's ; his delicate hand 

Seemed fitter for the distaff than the spear; 
Locks of bright brown his spotless forehead 
fanned ; 

And he had eyes as blue as summer's heaven, 

And stood a little more than five feet seven. 



No gallant flung a lance so fleet and true 
From the trained courser through the golden 
ring; 

No joyous harper at the banquet threw 
A lighter touch across the sounding string; 

Yet on his cheek there was the hectic hu^ 
And in his eye the fitful wandering 

"Which chill our praise to pity, that a bloom 

So fresh and fair is destined to the tomb I 
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L thongh he danced and played, as I have 

fented, 
1 dance and song he took bnt little pleasure; 
coked contented, though his partner squinted, 
nd seldom frowned when minstrels marred 

the measure ; 
3n the rich sky by evening's glow was tinted, 
!ore glad was he to wander at his leisure, 
pising fogs, apostrophizing fountains, 
(ting the time, and worshipping the moun- 
tains. 

VI. 

L yet he had not loved I his early fancies 
f love, first love, the transport and the pain, 
I been extracted from the best romances, 
.nd were, perhaps, of too sublime a strain ; 
wrhen he woke from those delicious trances, 
[e shut his eyes and chose to sleep again, 
nning realities for shades, and fleeing 
m all he saw to all he dreamed of seeing. 



vn. 
tarlit dells and zephyr-haunted bowers, 
[oistened by rivulets, whose milky foam 
mured the sweetest music, where warm 
showers 
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That trickled fresh from Heaven's eternal 
dome, 
Watered bright jewels that sprang np like flow- 
ers, — 
In such a scene his fancy found a home, 
A Paradise of Fancy's fabrication, 
Peopled by Houris of the heart's creation ;— 

Tin. 
Who never thrummed upon the virginals, 

Nor tripped by rule, nor fortunately fainted, 
Nor practised paying compliments and calls, 

Looking satirical, or looking sainted, 
Nor shrieked at tournaments, nor blushed at balls, 

Nor lisped, nor sighed, nor drooped, nor 
punned, nor painted ; 
Nor wrote a book, nor traded in caresses, 
Nor made remarks on other people's dresses. 

IX. 

These were his raptures ; — these have all t^n 
mine j 

I could have worshipped once a constellation, 
Filled the fine air with habitants divine. 

Found in the sea all sorts of inspiration ; 
Gone out at noonday with a Nymph to dine, 

Held with an Echo charming conversation, 
Commenced intriguing with a star, and kissed. 
Like old Ixion, a coquettish mist . 
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N'ow all is over ! passion is congealing, 
The glory of the soul is pale and dim ; 

[ gaze all night upon a whitewashed ceiling, 
And get no glimpses of the seraphim ; 

N'othing is left of high and hright revealing 
But a weak longing and a wayward whim; 

And when Imagination takes the air, 

She never wanders heyond Grosvenor square. 

XI. 

Not that I've been more wicked in my day 
Than some, perhaps, who call themselves my 
betters ; 
I liked to prattle better than to pray. 

And thought that freedom was as sweet as 
fetters ; 
Yet when my lip and lute are turned to clay. 
The honest friend who prints my Life and 
Letters 
Will find few stories of Satanic arts. 
Of broken promises or broken hearts. 



But I have moved too long in cold society. 
Where it's the fashion not to care a rush ; 

Where girls are always thinking of propriety, 
And men are laughed at if they chance to 
blush; 



980 'l3DKAa%^«MK 



And thus Fto oragbt ttM Mkmm 6twMU^t 

Become ft great pbOoeoplMr, ivd eutled 
Aroand mj Ii6ttt fhe poiflone tif tiie weiU. 



And I liave leimed at iMt tin Udeoni triok 
Of laughing at whatever ia great or hiij ; 

At horrid talea that torn a aoldler abk^ 
At grie& that make a Oynio melanoholy; 

At Mr. Lawleaa, and at Mr. Brie, 
At Mr. MSlmas, and at Mt. Groly; 

At Talmft and at Young, Maebeth and 

Even at 70a, adoraiUe Oorinnal 

XIT. 

To me all light is darkness ; — ^love is hist^ 
Pfunting soiled oanYas, poetry soOed pi^; 

The fairest loveUness a pinch of dnst, 
The proudest migesty a breath of vaponr; 

I have no sympathy, no tear, no trnst, 
No morning musing and no midnight taper 

For daring manhood, or for dreaming yonth, 

Or maiden purity, or matron truth. 

XV. 

But sweet Sir Lidian was far more refined ; 

He shrank betimes from life and lifeVdefiHng; 
His step was on the earth, bat oh I his mind 
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Made for itself a heaven I the fool's revaing 
He did not seek, or shun ; and thns, enshrined 

In glad and innocent thoughts, he went ou 
smiling, 
Alone in crowds, nnhearing and unheeding, 
Fond of the fields, and very fond of reading. 

XVI. 

When lords and ladies went to hunt together, 
The milkmaid, as he passed, kicked down her 
pan; 

When witty courtiers criticised the weather, 
The Gountess swore he was a learned man; 

For him the proudest bowed beneath a feather, 
For him the coldest blushed behind a fan ; 

And titled dames gave f&tes upon the water, 

To introduce him to their angel daughter. 

xvn. 

But happy, happy Lidian I for he never 
Watched the caprices of a pretty face ; 

Nor longed, as I have longed, with vain en- 
deavour 
To tear that plaguy wall of Mechlin lace ; 

His apathy seemed like to last forever ; 
When suddenly an incident took place 

Which broke the talisman, and burst the bubble, 

And gave his friends considerable trouble. 
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XTODL 

He laid a bet upon his &kdii'» fli|^ i 

Eode home, as usoallj he did, a winmtr; 

And sent a dozen pages to inyite 
Ten dozen Barons to a peaooek diiUMr ; 

They came, they ate, they talked throa|^ Ulf 
the night ; 
And the gay crowd grew natorallj thimiflri 

As old Sir Guy, a story-teller stanch, 

Began the story of the Lady BlandL 



How she was bom jnst twenty years befixre.; .' 
And how her father was a Ifalteoe Knigihti 

Sir Eaymond styled, and skilled in kni^itlykni 
And true in love, and terrible in 4^t; 

And how her mother. Lady Leohore, 
Had perished when her offspring saw the 11^; 

And how, because there was no other heir, 

She was brought up with most unconmion care; 

XX. 

How she was never, when she was a child, 
Restrained in any innocent vagary ; 

And how she grew np beautiful and wild, 
And sang as sweetly as a caged canary ; 

And how all artlessly she wept and smiled ; 
And how she danced cotillons like a fedry; 

And how she proved what metal she was made oii( 

By mounting mares her groom, was quite afraid at 
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SJorw Bishop Bembo mended her cacology, 
And gave her all the graces of the Attics ; 

How Father Joseph taught her physiology, 
And Father Jerome taught her mathematics ; 

And how she picked up something of astrology 
From two white-haired, long-bearded Asiatics ; 

And how she had a genius for gastronomy, 

And private — ^not political— economy ; — 

xxn. 
And how, as soon as she dismissed her tutor. 

And sat at tiltings for the men^s inspection. 
She was besieged by many an anxious suitor 

With sighs and sonnets, rhetoric and affection ; 
And how Sir Raymond stood completely neuter ; 

And hctw she gave to all the same rejection. 
For being serious, or for being funny. 
For want of genius, or for want of money ; — 

XXIII. 

And how the father of this matchless daughter. 
Who for long years had been a great dragooner, 

Found Fate as fickle as old Horace thought her. 
Which many soldiers find a great deal sooner; 

How he was grounded in some shallow water. 
And taken prisoner by a pirate schooner ; 

And how the Bey of Tunis made a slave of him, 

And swore one day the sea should be the grave 
of him ; — 
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And how poor Blouli, wlien tfurt Mdtdft«li 
told her, 

Speechless and seninilesB, ftill upon her ftM^ 
And how 'twM all two kni^tB ooold do toUi 
her; 

And how, at last) she took her writfag iwM^ 
And wrote, befbre she wks a miimte oUflTi ' 

To pray that she might ffil her lhlhir*li piM^ 
Suggesting that a maidMi, yooiig and 1 
Was more than worth an Q^ old man^ 1 



And how the Bey behaved himaelf e one a Hh 
Knowing snoh beaiity was not for a B^f ; 

And how he sMpped her, very eiromnspeelly, ' 
A present for the Saltan's own aerai ; 

And how the Saltan fell in love directly; 
And how he begged her, one fine snnlimer^ 
day, 

To calm her passion, and assnage her griei^ 

And share his throne, his bed, and his belief;— 

XXVI. 

And liow she told him his proposals shocked her. 
Crescent and crown heroically spaming ; 

And how she reasoned with a Turkish doctor; 
And how the Muftis marvelled at her learning ; 
nd how the Vizier in a dungeon looked her; 



^' 



( 
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And how three Pachas recommended burning; 
And how, in spite of all their inhumanity, 
She kept her character and Christianity ; — 



How she escaped by preaching to her jailer ; 

How Selim tore his beard and wore his willow ; 
How she put on the trousers of a sailor ; 

How Zephyr kindly helped her o'er the billow ; 
How all her friends were very glad to hail her; 

How she was married now to Don Pedrillo ; 
And how she showed, by every look and action, 
She loved her lord and master to distraction. 

xxvin. 
Such was the tale ; — a tale to make men weep, 
Tet half the guests were laughing in their 
sleeve ; 
Some fell a-fighting, others fell asleep, 

The wild took bumpers, and the wise took 
leave ; 
But oh, the trance, so passionate and deep, 

In which Su* lidian sate I — you might believe 
From his short breathing, and his gushing tears, 
His very soul was listening, not his ears. 

zxix. 

Oh, what a treasure all such listeners are I 
He longed to praise, but held his tongue to 
wonder* 



Rapt as a coniet ere hia maiden war, 
Bnmb s& & a<}hoolbo7' wlien he doubts a Mon- 

Pale as a culprit at the fatal bar. 

Faint aa a kdj in a etorm of thunder, 
And wild of heart, as I sometimes have be6il, 
When yon were singing, silver-toned Adinel — 



Qneen of enchanting eound?, at whose sweet will 
The spirit sinks and rises, glows and shivers, 

Yonr voice is now for dearer friends ; but still 
In my lone heart its every echo qnivers, 

A viewleaa melody I — no pnrer thrill 
Do fairies wake from their own groves and 
rivers, 

"When they wonld fling on minstrels' dreamfl by 
night 

Some bounteons Tision of intense delight 



You^v'e very often asked me for a song; 

IV© very often promised to be&tow it ; 
But when my admiration is most strong, 

Pm frequently the least disposed to show it; 
Howev<.>r, here I swear that I have long 

Sigbc'd to be styled your fonr-and- twentieth 
poetf 
And that yonr voice is richer far to me, 
Tlian a fat client^ five years Kenoe, will 



iJ 
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XXZII. 

But all this time Sir Guy was in his glory ; 

He was not used to be respected so ; 
For though he once was matchless at a story, 

Age chills the tongne, and checks the hu- 
mour's flow; 
His talk grew tedious as his hairs grew hoary ; 

And coxcombs stopped his — "Fifty years ago,'* 
With questions of their hawking, hunting, baiting^ 
Or — ** Fair Sir Guy, the hypocras is waiting." 

Hence, when he saw in what a mute abstraction 
His youthful host to his romance attended. 

He took unusual pains with every fraction, 
Kept his denouement artfully suspended ; 

Grew quite theatrical in tone and action, 
And went away as soon as he had ended, 

Supported to his palfrey by a vassal. 

Half drunk with vanity, and half with wassail. 

xxxrv. 
The guests are gone I within that lofty hall 

No boastful baron curls his wet mustaches; 
The wreaths of flowers are withered on the wall. 
The logs upon the earth are dust and ashes ; 
Where late some lover pledged his amorous 
thrall. 
The wine-cup stands inverted ; and the flashes 
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FaU £Gdnt and rare 1— Sir Lidlaa is «loM, 



Alone? — Oh, no! the Ladj- and her grievfaig 
Too truly, deeply, on his sonl are wroii|^; 

She has heooqie to him hia heart*a omoeiWi^^ 
The Ywj eaaenoe of the love he acragjit^, 

A present hope, a paarionate believing^ 
A fldeeipleeB vision, an embodied fSioaig^; 

Not fiEuioy qnite, nor qnite materiaUl^, 

Too dear for dream, too loyaly Ibr reaUtj. 



Hark! the wind whistles throng the grovtef 

firs;— 

The Lady Blanch beneath their shade reposes: 
Lo I the dark tapestry in the torchlight stirs ; — 

The Lady Blanch beneath the cnrttun doses: 
He gazes on his pictured ancestors, 

And even there, the ancient lips and noses 
Becall, with most astonishing activity. 
The Lady Blanch, her charms and her oaptivity. 

xxxvn. 
And now she looks into his slnmb'rons eyes, 

And now she trifles with his flowing tresses; 
He speaks to her — anon her lip replies; 
He kneels to her, — she shrinks from his 
caresses; 
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Coining all eloquence of smiles and sighs, 
Wearing by turns a thousand forms and 



Beauteous in alll — alone? — ^in bliss or pain, 
Sir Ildian ne^er will be alone again ! 

xxxvni. 
Poor youth! the chamber now was wrapped in 
gloom, 
The servants all had gone to rest ; but still he 
"Wandered in silence up and down the room, 

Forgetting that the morning would be chilly; 
Tossing about his mantle and his plume. 
And looking very sad, and very silly ; 
At last he snatched his harp, and stopped his 

tread, 
And warbled thus before he went to bed : — 

" O Love I O beauteous Love I 

Thy home is made for all sweet things, 
A dwelling for thine own soft dove 

And souls as spotless as her wings ; 
There summer ceases never : 
The trees are rich with luscious fruits. 

The bowers are full of joyous throngs. 
And gales that come from Heaven's own lutes 

And rivulets whose streams are songs 
Go murmuring on forever 1 

Vol. L— 18 
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" Love I O wretched Lovftt 

Thy honiB ib made for bitter eare ; 
And aannds flje in thy rojrtle -grove 

Of Ittte repentftnceT long despair^ 
Of feigaing and forsukiiig : 
Thy banquet is the doubt and f&ar 

That come, we know not whenca or why. 
The 6mil« that hardly masrksr a tear, 

The laughter that is half a aigh^ 

The heart that jests in breaking! 

"OLovel O faithless Lo Ye I 

Thy home is hke the roving starj 
Which seems »o fair^ so far aboy© 

The world where woe* and Borrows ar#; 
But could we wander thither, 
Theresa nothing hut another earth, 

As dark and restless as onr own, 
Where Hisery is child of Mirth, 

And every heart is bom to groan^ 
And ever J" flower to wither I" 



^ 
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MY FIRST FOLLY. 

STANZAS WBITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 

JhtETTT Coquette, the ceaseless play 

Of thine nnstadied wit, 
And thy dark eye's remembered ray 

By buoyant fancy lit, 
And thy yonng forehead's clear expanse, 
"Where the locks slept, as through the dance. 

Dreamlike, I saw thee flit. 
Are far too warm and far too fair 
To mix with aught of earthly care ; 
But the vision shall come when my day is done, 
A frail and a fair and a fleeting one I 

And if the many boldly gaze 

On that bright brow of thine. 
And if thine eye's undying rays 

On countlesif^coxcombs shine. 
And if thy wit flings out its mirth, 
Which echoes more of air than earth, 

For other ears than mine, 
I heed not this ; ye are fickle things, 
And I like your very wanderings ; 
I gaze, and if thousands share the bliss. 
Pretty capricious I I heed not this. 



S72 A saoonna ncAB. 

In sooth I am a wayward yonthi 

As fickle as the seay 
And very apt to speak tlM tpith, 

Unpleasiog though it be. - 
I am no lover; yet as long 
As I have heart for Jeat or song^ 

An image, Sweet, of thee, 
Locked in my heart's remotei 
Shall ever be <me of its hoarded 
This from the sooifllbr thoa hast W0O| 
And more than this he c^vea to 

(20th December, UIL) 



A SHOOTING STAR. 

* An ignis fatans gleam <tf love.^- 



A SnooTiNo Star I — ^the dim bine night 

Gleamed where the wanderer went, 
For it flung a stream of gnshing light 

Around its bright ascent. 
I saw it fade I — ^in cold and clond 

The youDg light fleeted by, 
And the shrill night-wind whistled load, 
As Darkness spread her solenm shroud 

Over the midnight sky. 



UDIAN'S LOTS; 263 

XXI* * ■ 

Sow Bishop Bembo mended her cacology, 
And gave her all the graces of the Attics ; 

How Father Joseph taught her physiology, 
And Father Jerome tanght her mathematics ; 

And how she picked np something of astrology 
From two white-haired, long-bearded Asiatics ; 

And how she had a genius for gastronomy, 

And private — ^not political — economy ; — 

xxn. 
And how, as soon as she dismissed her tutor. 

And sat at tiltings for the men^s inspection, 
She was besieged by many an anxious suitor 

With sighs and sonnets, rhetoric and affection ; 
And how Sir Raymond stood completely neuter ; 

And hQw she gave to all the same rejection, 
For being serious, or for being funny, 
For want of genius, or for want of money; — 

XXJII. 

And how the fSather of this matchless daughter. 
Who for long years had been a great dragooner. 

Found Fate as fickle as old Horace thought her. 
Which many soldiers find a great deal sooner ; 

How he was grounded in some shallow water. 
And taken prisoner by a pirate schooner ,* 

And how the Bey of Tunis made a slave of him. 

And swore one day the sea should be the grave 
of him ; — 
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And thou^ pcrbaps, in bappier timee, 
And fairer acenea, and warmer climes^ 
Wilt think of one who would not dim 
With aught of care that wit and whinif — 
Of one who oft, in other jeara, 

FilJs high the CQp of wiDOf 
Because, in ah hia hopes and fears, 
He will not bathe with anj teara 

That laughing love of thiae ] 



) 



STANZAS 

Bliss to those that love thee ! 

Bliss to thosiB thou lovest I 
May Heaven smile above thee 

Wheresoe'er thou revest I 
May no storm come nigh thee 

On the tumbling ocean I 
May the green wave ripple by thee 

With a lulling motion I 

The wild voice of thy laughter 
Hath fleeted from before me, 
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Bat an echo lingers after, 
Flinging magic oVr mel 

Thy ffdr smUe is not beaming 
Its jonng mirth around me, 

Bat I dote apon it, dreaming, 
When the spell hath bound me. 

I cannot see or hear thee, 

Dearest of Earth^'s daughters; 
But my soul is ever near thee, 

On the quiet waters. 
Bliss to Ihose that love thee 1 

Bliss to those thou lovest! 
And may Heaven smile above thee 

Wheresoever thou rovestl 



(1622.) 
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Many a beaming brow IVe known, 

And many a dazzling eye. 
And I've listened to many a melting tone 

In magic fleeting by ; 
And mine was never a heart of stone, 
And yet my heart hath given to noae 

The tribute of a sigh ; 
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For Fancy's wild and witohing mirth 
Was dearer thun aug-ht I ibtind on earth, 
And the faireat fonns I ever tjiew. 
Were far less fair than — LlneoDiiiiel 

Many an eje tliat once wsts bright 

Is dark to-day in gloom I 
Many a Yoice tbnt once was light 

Is silent in the tomb ; 
Many a flower that once was diglit 
In beauty'' 3 most entniLeing might 

Hath faded in its blooni ; 
Bnt she is still as fair and gay 
As if she had »pnmg to life to-day ; 
A ceaseless ton© and a deathless hue 
Wild Fancy hath given to^-L'Inconnue- 

Many an eye of piereing Jet 

Hath only gleamed to grieve me; 
Many a fairy form I've met, 

Bnt none have wept to leave me ; 
When all forsake, and all forget. 
One pleasant dream shall hamit me yefc^ 

One hope shall not deceive me : 
For oh, when all beside is past, 
Fancy is found our friend at last, 
And the faith is firm and the love i» tme 
Which are vowed by the lips of UlnooniiQel 



\ 
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PEACE BE THINE. 

When Sorrow moves with silent tread 
Around some mortal's buried dast, 

And muses on the mouldering dead 
Who sleep beneath their crumbling bust, 

Though all unheard and all unknown 

The name on that sepulchral stone, 
She looks on its recording line, 
And whispers kindly, "Peace be thine I" 

O Lady ! me thou knowest not. 

And what I am, or am to be ; 
The pain and pleasure of my lot 

Are naught, and must be naught, to thee ; 
Thou seest not my hopes and fears ; 
Yet thou perhaps, in other years. 

Wilt look on this recording line. 

And whisper kindly, "Peace be thine I" 
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to 



TO 



We met bnt in one gidd/ d«noe^ 

Good-night Jofaied handB with 
And twenty thousand things maj 

Before onr seoond maetiiig : 
For oh, I have been ottem UM 

That all the w<nld grows dder, 
And hearts and liopes, to-daj so ooU^ 

To-morrow mnst be colder 



n. 

If I have never touched the string 

Beneath yonr chamber, dear one, 
And never said one civil thing 

When you were by to hear one, — 
If I have made no rhymes abont 

Those looks which conquer Stoics, 
And heard those angel-tones, without 

One fit of fwr heroics, — 
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Yet do not, though the world^s cold school 
Some bitter truths has taught me, 
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Oh, do not deem me qaite the fool 
Which wiser friends have thought me I 

There is one charm I still could feel, 
If no one laughed at feeling ; 

One dream my lute could still reveal, — 
If it were worth revealing. 

IV. 

But Folly little cares what name 

Of friend or foe she handles. 
When merriment directs the game, 

And midnight dims the candles ; 
I know that Folly's hreath is weak, 

And would not stir a feather ; 
But yet I would not have her speak 

Your name and mine together. 

V. 

Oh, no ! this life is dark and hright, 

Half rapture and half sorrow ; 
My heart is very fall to-night. 

My cup shall he to-morrow ; 
But they shall never know from me, 

On any one condition, 
Whose health made hright my Burgundy, 

Whose heauty was my vision I 



2W 
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" Love I O ^TTetched Love I 

Tbj home i& mode for bitter ears ^ 
And Bonnds are in tby mjrtle-grove 

Of late repentjiTiceT \(mg deapajr, 
Of feigaiog tkud forsakiog : 
Thy banquet ia the doubt and fear 

That come, we know not whence or whj, 
The smile that hardly ma&k& a tear. 

The laughter that is half a sigh. 

The heart that jests in break! og I 

" O Love I O faithless Love \ 

Thy home i» like the roving star, 
Which seem 3 so fairj so far above 

The world wbeire woes find sorrows arej 
Bat could we wander thither^ 
There's nothiog bat another eaith^ 

As dark and restless as our own, 
"Where Misery ia child of Mirth, 

And every heart is bom to groan, 
And every flower to wither P* 

a826.) 
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MY FIRST FOLLY. 

STANZAS WBITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 

Pbettt Coquette, the ceaseless play 

Of thine nnstadied wit, 
And thy dark eye's remembered ray 

By buoyant fancy lit. 
And thy young forehead's clear expanse. 
Where the locks slept, as through the dance. 

Dreamlike, I saw thee flit, 
Are far too warm and far too fair 
To mix with aught of earthly care ; 
But the vision shall come when my day is done, 
A frail and a fair and a fleeting one I 

And if the many boldly gaze 

On that bright brow of thine. 
And if thine eye's undying rays 

On countlestf^coxcombs shine. 
And if thy wit flings out its mirth, 
Which echoes more of air than earth, 

For other ears than mine, 
I heed not this ; ye are fickle things, 
And I like your very wanderings ; 
I gaze, and if thousands share the bliss, 
Pretty capricious ! I heed not this. 
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And other climes may be my home, 
And other hearts my treasures; 

But in the mist of memory 
Shall time and space be cheated, 

And those kind looks revived shall be, 
And those soft tones repeated! 

vn. 
Believe, — ^if e'er this rhyme recall 

One thought of him who frames it, — 
Believe him one who brings his all 

Where Love or Friendship claims it ; 
Though cold the surface of his heart, 

There's warmth beneath the embers; 
For all it hopes, it would not part 

With aught that it remembers I 



TO 



m. 

" Bientdt Je vis rassembler aatonr de moi tons 1m ol^c 
m'avoient donn6 de T^motion dans ma Jeunesse.^ — Rom 



O Lady, when I mutely gaze 

On eyes, whose chastened splendour 
Forbids the flatterer's wanton praise, 

And makes the Cynic tender, 
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Thou Maiden of the secret spell, 
Star of the soul, farewell, farewell ! 
E^en such has been thy lovely lights 
So calmly keen, so coldly bright ; 
A meteor, seen and worshipped <Hily 
To leave a lonely heart more lonely. 
The Star hath set! — the spell is broken; 
And thon hast left behind no token — 
No token, lovely one, to me, 
Of what thon art, or art to be ; 
Except one dear and cherished thought. 
In Memory^s sunless caverns wrought. 
One moonlight vision, one sweet shade, 
Quick to appear, and slow to fade, 
A warm and silent recollection. 
The fancy's dream, the heart's affection. 

Bright be thy lot in other years I — 

Fill high the cup of wine ; 
In all the pain of hopes and fears 
I will not bathe with any tears 

That laughing love of thine; 
Yet often in my waking slumbers 
Thy voice shall speak its magic numbers, 
And I shall think on that dark brow 
On which my fancy gazes now. 
And sit in revery lone and long 
To muse on that Italian song. 
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But I did fill the shadowj past, 
As life was loitering throngh it, 

With many a shape which beams at bsf^ 
As bright as Boyhood knew it. 



Those shapes are viewless to the eye, 

Bat still the heart enjoys them; 
And Fancy can their hues supply 

As fast as Time destroys them ; 
Until the past, with all its dreams 

Of love, and light, and glory, 
Is fairer than the fntnre seems 

In fabling Mecca^s story. 

VI. 

And though I weep, as I repair 

Some bitter recollection 
Of bootless labour, baffled prayer. 

Scorned passion, crushed affection, 
Yet I would never give away 

One tear of such rare sorrow 
For all I have of bliss to-day. 

Or all I hope to-morrow. 

vn. 
Lady, if I would e'er renew, 

When Care's cold night has bound me, 
The brightest mom that ever threw 

Its youthful radiance round me, 
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But an echo lingers after, 

Flinging magic o'er mel 
Thy faxr smile is not beaming 

Its young mirth aronnd me, 
But I dote upon it, dreaming. 

When the spell hath bound me. 

I cannot see or hear thee, 

Dearest of Earth^'s daughters; 
But my soul is ever near thee, 

On the quiet waters. 
Bliss to Ihose that love thee ! 

Bliss to those thou lovestl 
And may Heaven smile above thee 

Wheresoever thou rovestl 



(1622.) 



UINCONNUE. 



Many a beaming brow I've known, 

And many a dazzling eye. 
And I've listened to many a melting tone 

In magic fleeting by ; 
And mine was never a heart of stone, 
And yet my heart hath given to none 

The tribute of a sigh ; 
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PEACE BE THINE. 

"Whew Sorrow moves with silent tread 
Around some mortal's buried dast, 

And mnses on the mbnldering dead 

Who sleep beneath their cmmbling bust, 

Though all unheard and all unknown 

The name on that sepulchral stone, 
She looks on its recording line, 
And whispers kindly, ^' Peace be thine I" 

O Lady I me thou knowest not. 

And what I am, or am to be ; 
The pain and pleasure of my lot 

Are naught, and must be naught, to thee ; 
Thou seest not my hopes and fears ; 
Yet thou perhaps, in other years, 

wot look on this recording line, 

And whisper kindly, "Peace be thine!" 
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n. 
And now is the time to kiss the flowers 
Which shun the sunbeam's busy hours ; 
For the book is shut, and the mind is free 
To gaze on them, and to think of thee. 

m. 
Withered they are and pale in sooth ; 
So are the radiant hopes of youth ; 
But Love can give with a single breath 
Bloom to languor, and life to death. 



Though I must greet thee with a tone 
As calm to-morrow as thine own, 
Oh I Fancy's vision, Passion's vow, 
May be told in stillness and darkness now I 

V. 

For the veil from the soul is rent away 
Which it wore in the glare of gaudy day ; 
And more, much more, the heart may feel 
Than the pen may write or the lip reveal. 



Why can I not forego — forget 

That ever I loved thee — that ever we met? 

There is not a single link or sign 

To blend my lot in the world with thine : 
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vn. 
I know not the scenes where thon hast roved, 
I see not tlie faces which thou hast loved, — 
Thou art to me as a pleasant dream 
Of a hoat that sails on a distant stream. 

VIII. 

Thou smilest ! I am glad the while, 

Bat I share not the J07 that bids thee smile ; 

Thou grievest I when thy grief is deepest, 

I weep, but I know not for whom thou weepest. 

IX. 

I would change life's Spring for his roughest 

weather. 
If we might bear the storm together ; 
And give mj hopes for half thy fears, 
And sell my smiles for half thy tears. 

X. 

Give me one common bliss or woe. 
One common friend, one common foe. 
On the earth below, or the clouds above, 
One thing we both may loathe, or love. 

XI. 

It may not be ; but yet — but yet 
Oh, deem not I can e'er forget I 
Por fondness such as mine supplies 
The sympathy which Fate denies : 
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xn. 

And all my feelings, well thou knowest, 
Go with thee, Lady, where'er thon goest ; 
And my wayward spirit hows to thee, 
Its first and last idolatry ! 



TO 



I. 

In such a time as this, when every heart is light, 

And greetings sound more welcome, and faces 
smile more bright. 

Oh, how wearily — ^how wearily my spirit wan- 
ders back 

Among the faded joys that lie on Memory's 
ruined track ! 

Where art thou, best and fairest ? I call to theo 
in vain ; 

And thou art lone and distant far, in sickness 
and in pain I 

n. 
Beloved one, if anguish would fall where fall it 

may. 
If sorrow could be won by gifts to barter prey 

for prey, 



TO . 291 

There is an arm would wither, so thine revived 

might be ; 
A lip which wonld be still and mute, to make 

thj mnsic free ; 
An eye which would forget to wake, to bid thy 

morning shine ; 
A heart whose very strings would break, to steal 

one pang from thine. 

in. 
If this be all too wild a wish, it were an humbler 

prayer 
That I might sit beside thy couch, watching and 

weeping there ; 
Alas, that grief should sever the hearts it most 

endears, — 
That friends who have been joined in smiles, are 

parted in their tears, — 
That when there^s danger in the path, or poison 

in the bowl, 
Unloving hands must minister, unloving lips 

console! 

IV. 

Yet in the twilight hour, when all our hopes 

seem true, 
And Fancy^s wild imaginings take living form 

and hue, 
I linger, and thou chidest not, beside thy lonely 

bed, 
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And do tbj biddings, dearest, with slow and 

noiseless tread, 
And tremble all the while at the feeblest wind 

that blows, 
As if indeed its idle breath were breaking thy 

repose. 

V. 

To kiss thine eyelids, when thej droop with 

heaviness and pain, 
To ponr sad tears upon thy hand, the hearths 

most precious rain, 
To mark the changing colour as it flits across thy 

cheek. 
To feel thy very wishes ere the feverish lip can 

speak. 
To listen for the weakest word, watch for the 

lightest token, 
Oh bliss, that such a dream should be ! oh ptun, 

that it is broken t 

VI. 

Farewell, my best beloved; beloved, fare thee 

well I 
I may not mourn where thou dost weep, nor be 

where thou dost dwell ; 
But when the friend I trusted all coldly turns 

away. 
When the warmest feelings wither, and the 

dearest hopes decay, 
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thee — to thee — thou knowest, whate'er my 

lot maj be, 
ar comfort and for happiness, mj spirit tarns 

to thee. 



THE PARTING. 

** AlU priglone antica 
Qneir angellin ritorna 
Ancorchd mano arnica 

Gli abbia disciolto il pld.** 

MetoHoHa, 

I. 
i?*ABBWELL ; — I will not now 

The wasted theme renew ; 
No cloud upon my cheek or brow 

Shall wake one pang for you ; 
But here, unseen, unheard, 

Ere evening's shadows fly, 
I will but say that one weak word, 

And pass unwelcomed by. 



Farewell ; — but it is strange, 
As round your towers I roam^ 

To think how desolate a change 
Has come o'er heart and home ; 
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Where stranger-minstrels throng, 
Where harsher harps are cherished, 

The very memory of my song 
Is, like its echo, perished. 

in. 
The bird your gold has brought 

From its own Orient bowers, 
Where every wandering wind is fraught 

With the sweet breath of flowers, 
Will never murmur more 

A note so clear and high 
As that which he was wont to pour 

Beneath his native sky. 

IV. 

Yet 'twere a cruel thing, 

If Pity's tears and sighs 
Could give the breezes to his wing. 

The daylight to his eyes ; 
His vision is the night, 

His home the prison, now, 
He could not look upon the light, 

Nor sleep upon the bough. 

v. 
Lady, when first your mirth 

Flung magic o'er my way. 
Mine was the gayest soul on earth 

When all the earth was gay; 
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My songs were full of joy, — 
You might have let them flow ; 

l£y heart was every woman's toy,— 
Tou might have left it so I 



But now to send me back 

To faded hopes and fears, 
To bid me seek again the track 

My foot has left for years ; 
To cancel what must be, 

To alter what has been, — 
Ah I this indeed is mockery 

Fit for a Fairy Queen 1 

VII. 

The lip that was so gay 

More dark and still hath grown ; 
The listless lufe of yesterday 

Hath learned a sadder tone ; 
And uttered is the thought. 

And written is the vow ; — 
Tou might have left this charm un wrought — 

You must not rend it now t 

VIII. 

When first upon my lance 

I saw the fair sun shine, 
I courted not that fairer glance, — 

And yet it turned to mine ; 



^ 
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When mnsic^s rlcli delight 

From lips so lovely came, 
T looked not on those lips that uightj- 

And jet they hreathed my nami^ ' 

is:. 
When our last worda were hrofcen 

By passion's hitter tears, 
I asked not the recording token 

Wliieli I must love for years ; 
And when between us lay 

Loag tracks of sand and sea^ 
The oarrier- pigeon went hia way 

Unbegged^ unbovight, by me, 

s. 

Farewell I — when I was hound 

In every Beanty -a thrall, 
I could have liglitly whispered round 

That little word to all; 
And now that I am cold, 

And deemed the slave of none, 
I marvel how my lips have told 

That little word to one. 

XL 

Farewell ! — since bliss so rare 
Hath beamed but to betray, 

It will be long ere I shall wear 
The smile I wore to-day ; 
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And since I weep not here 
To call 7on false and vain, 

I think I shall not bIM, one tear 
For all this world again t 



THE LAST. 



SopiL JJam, 

I. 
It is the lute, the same poor lute ; — 

Why do you turn away? 
To-morrow let its chords he mute, 

But they must sound to-day. 
The hark is manned, the seamen throng 

Around the creaking mast : 
Lady, you heard iny first love-song, — 
Hear now my last ! 

n. 
Sigh not I — I knew the star must set, 

I knew the rose must fade ; 
And if I never can forget, 

I never will uphraid: 
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I would not baye yon mvght Imt g^bd, 

Where'er mj lot is cast; 
And if my Bad wordi make jaa aad, 
ThejarethelaatI 



No more, no more, oh ! never more 

Will look or tone of mine 
Bring donds that ivory forehead o'er. 

Or dim that dark eye's shine ; 
TiOok ont, dear Lady, from your tower; 

The wave rolls deep and vast : 
Oh, wonld to God this Utter honr 
Hlglitbemylastl 

vr, 

I think that yon will love me still, 
Though far our fates may be ; 

And that your heart will fondly thrOl 
When strangers ask of me ; 

My praise will be your proudest theme 
When these dark days are past : . 

If this be all an idle dream, 
It is my last I 

V. 

And now let one kind look be mine, 
And clasp this slender chun; 

Fill up onco more the cup of wine, 
Put on my ring again ; 
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And Vreathe this wreath around jour head 

(Alas, it withers fast!) 
And whisper, when its flowers are dead, 
"It was the last I" 

VI. 

Thus from your presence forth I go, 

A lost and lonely man ; 
Beckless alike of weal or woe. 

Heaven's benison or ban : 
He who has known the tempest's worst, 

May bare him to the blast ; 
Blame not these tears ; they are the first, — 
Are they the last? 

:Afbil8,1829.) 



A FAREWELL. 

Ac«oO<ra T Evpwviff niioy, 
"Hvctpov ^^ci( *A<rtd*. 2p vfiXv SoKtl 
i rStv BtStv nipayvot tit ri. itavV hyuStt 
fiiaioi tlvai) 

.£80H. From, Vind, 

HT told me thou wilt pass again 
Across the echoing wave ; 
adf though thou canst not break the chain, 
Thou wilt forget the slave. 
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Farewell, farewell 1 — thoo wilt not know 
My hopes or fears, mj weal or woe, 

Mj home — ^perhaps mj grave \ 
Nor think tior dream of the Bad heart 
Whose only tbonght and dream thou «r^. 

The gohlet went untasted hy, 

Which other Ijps caressed ; 
And joyless seemed the revelry, 

And impotent the jest : 
And whyt for it was very long 
Since thon dblst prize mj love or songi 

My lot was all nn blest ; 
I cannot now he more forlorn, 
Nor bear anglit that I have not home> 

We might not meet ; for me no more 

Arose that melting tone ; 
The eyes which colder crowda adore, 

Were veiled to me alone : 
The coscomVs prate, the ruffian's lies, 
The oonsnres of the sternly wise, 

Between our hearts were thrown ; 
Deeper and wider barriers far. 
Than any wa^es or deserts are. 

Eut it was something still to know 
Thy dawn and dusk were mine, 

And that we felt the same breeze blow, 
And saw the same star shine : 




^ 
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And still the shadowy hope was rife 
That once in this waste weary life 
My path might cross with thine, 
And one brief gleam of beauty bless 
My spirit's utter loneliness. 

And oft in crowds I might rejoice 

To hear thy uttered name, 
Though haply from an unknown voiee 

The welcome echo came: 
How coldly would I shape reply. 
With lingering lip, and listless eye, 

That none might doubt or blame, 
Or guess that Idle theme eould be 
A mine of afber-thooght to me I 

Oh, ne'er again! — thou wilt abide 

Where brighter skies are found. 
One whom thou lovest by thy side, 

Many who love thee round ; 
And those sweet fairies, with their wiles 
Of mimic frowns and ht^py smiles, 

Around thy steps will bound : 
I would not cloud such scene and lot 
For all my aching breast hath not 

Yet, if thou wilt remember one 

Who never can forget, 
Whose lonely life is not so lone 

Ab if we had not met, 
Vol. I.— 20 
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Believe that in the frosty sky 
Whereon is writ his destiny, 
Thy light is lingering yet, 
A star before the darkened soul, 
To gnide, and gladden, and control. 

Be mine the talk of men, thongh thon 

Wilt never hear my praise; 
Be mine the wreath, thongh for my brow 

Thon wilt not twine the bays ; 
Be mine ambition's prondest scope, 
Thongh fewer smiles than were my hope 

Will meet my longing gaze, 
Thongh in my triumph's snnnicst thrill 
One welcome will be wanting stiD. 

Perchance, when long, long years are o'er- 

I care not how they flow — 
Some note of me to that far shore 

Across the deep may go ; 
And thon wilt read, and tnm to hide 
The conscious blush of woman's pride; 

For thou alone wilt know 
What spell inspired the silent toil 
Of mid-day sun and midnight oU. 

And this is little, to atone 

For much of grief and wrong; 

For doubts within the bosom sown, 
Cares checked and cherished long. 



w 
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Bat it is past! thy bliss or pain 
I shall not mar or make again ; 

And, Lady, this poor song 
Is echoing, like a stranger's knell, 
Sad, but unheeded I — so farewell I 
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Blame not the Minstrel's wayward will : 

His soul has slumbered all too long ; 
He has no pulse for passion's thrill, 

No lute for passion's song. 
Oh, frown not, though he turns away 

Unloved, unloving, even from thee, 
And mars with idle jests the lay 

"Where Beauty's praise should be. 

If he should bid the golden string 

Be vocal to a loftier theme. 
Sad Memory from her cell would bring 

The fond forbidden dream ; 
The dream of her, whoso broken chain 

Than new-forged bonds is far more dear ; 
Whose name he may not speak again, 

And shudders but to hear. 
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And if he breathes Lovo'^s hopes and fears 

In inanj a sonlless idol's shrino, 
The frtl^hoi>ds fit for vulgar eara 

Were never fit for thine. 
Take bftclc, take back tlie book to-night ; 

Thou art too brightly — nobly fair, 
For hearts so worn as bis to writ© 

Tlieir worthless worship there. 




SECOND LOVE, 

^Uon n^Aiin^ blen qn^une eeiilt' (^A»: c^'pC la [»Km1^i% Ija 
amoEira qui suf^f^nt Bftnt mctius InTOlontairas T — La Smy^^ 

How shall he woo her? — ^Let liim stand 

Beside her as she sings, 
And watch that fine and fairy hand 

Flit o*er the quivering strings ; 
Aod let him tell lier he has heard, 

Tliongh sweet the music flow', 
A %*oice whoss every wliispered word 

Was sweeter, long ago. 

How shall he woo her ? — ^Let him gaza 
In sud and sUeat trance 



\ 
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Oa those blue eyes, whose liquid rays 

Look love in every glance : 
And let him tell her, eyes more bright, 

ThoTigh bright her own may beam, 
Will fling a deeper spell to-night 

Upon him in his dream. 

How shall he woo her ? — ^Let him try 

The charms of olden time, 
And swear by earth and sea and sky, 

And rave in prose and rhyme : 
And let him tell her, when he bent 

His knee in other years. 
He was not half so eloquent, — 

He could not speak for tears I 

How shall he woo her ? — Let him bow 

Before the shrine in prayer ; 
And bid the priest pronounce the vow 

That hallows passion there : 
And let him tell her, when she parts 

From his unchidden kiss. 
That memory to many hearts 

Is dearer far than bliss. 

Away, away I the chords are mute, 

The bond is rent in twain ; 
You cannot wake that silent lute, 

Nor clasp those links again ; 
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The temple of my youth 
Was strong in moral purpose; once I felt 
The glory of Philosophy, and knelt 

In the pure shrine of Truth. 

I went into the storm, 
And mocked the billows of the tossing sea : 
I said to Fate, " "What wilt thou do to me ? 

I have not harmed a worm 1" 

Vainly the heart is steeled 
In Wisdom's armour ; let her burn her books I 
I look upon them as the seedier looks 

Upon his cloven shield. 

Virtue and Virtue's rest — 
How have they perished I through my onward 

course 
Repentance dogs my footsteps : black Bemorse 

Is my familiar guest. 

The glory and the glow 
Of the world's loveliness have passed away; 
And Fate hath little to inflict to-day, 

And nothing to bestow. 

Is not the damning line 
Of guilt and grief engraven on me now ? 
And the fierce passion which hath scathed thy 
brow — 

Hath it not blasted mine f 
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No matter I Iwilltiini 
To the straight path of Duty; I Iicve wiimfii 
At last my wayward BjgMt to he tao^t 

What it hath yet to ksm. 

Labour shall he my lot : 
My kindred shall he joyftal fai my pniae ; 
And Fame shall twine fbr me in aftelvdiiya 

A wreath I ooret not : 

And, if I oaimot make, 
Dearest, thy hope xny hope, thy tnut nj tnu^ 
Yet will I study to he good and Jiut 

And hlamcAess^ for thy saike. 

Thou mayst haTO oomfbrt yet! 
Whatever the source iSrom which tiiose waters 

glide, 
Thou hast fonnd healing mercy in their tide; — 
Be happy, and forget. 

Forget me, and farewell ; 
But say not that in me new hopes and fears, 
Or absence, or the lapse of gradual years, 

Will break thy memory's spell : 

Indelibly, within, 
All I have lost is written ; and the theme 
Which Silence whispers to my thought and dream 

Is sorrow still, — ^and sin. 

C1831.) 
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A BALLAD 

TKAOniNG HOW POETBY 18 BEST PAID FOB. 
**Kon Toglio cento 5cndiJ"—IiaUan Sanff, 

Dh, Bay not- that the minstrers art, 

The glorious gift of verse, 
rhough his hopes decay, though his friend 
depart, 

Can ever be a curse ; 
Though sorrow reign within his heart, 

And poortith hold his purse. 

3ay not his toil is profitless ; 

Though he charm no rich relation, 
The Fairies all his labours bless 

With such remuneration 
A.8 Mr. Hume would soon confess 

Beyond his calculation. 

A.nnuitie8 and Three per Gents., 

Little cares he about them ; 
/Lnd Indian bonds, and tithes, and rents, 

He rambles on without them ; 
Bat love, and noble sentiments. 

Oh never bid him doubt them ! — 
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Ghilde Florice rose from his IramblA bed 
And prayed, as a good youth ahoold; 

And forth ho sped, with a Ifgfataome troad| 
Into the neighbonring wood ; 

Ho knew where the berries were ripaand nd, 
And where the old oak stood. 

And as he lay at the noon of day 

Beneath the andent tree, 
A gray-haired pilgrim passed that way; 

A holy man was he, 
And he was wending forth to praj 

At a shrine in a fiftr ooontrie. 

Oh, his was a weary wandering. 
And a song or two might cheer him. 

The pious Ohilde began to sing, 
As the ancient man drew near him ; 

Tlie lark was mute as he touched the string, 
And the thrush said, "Hear him, hear him!" 

He sang high tales of the martyred brave. 

Of the good, and pure, and just, 
Who have gone into the silent grave 

In such deep faith and trust. 
That the hopes and thoughts which sain and 
save 

Spring from their buried dust: 
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The fair of face, and the stout of limb, 
Meek maids and grandsires hoary. 

Who have sung on the cross their rapturous 
hymn, 
As they passed to their doom of glory ; 

Their radiant fame is never dim, 
Nor their names erased from story. 

Time spares the stone where sleep the dead 
"With angels watching round them ; 

The mourner's grief is comforted 
As he looks on the chains that hound them ; 

And peace is shed on the murderer's head, 
And he kisses the thorns that crowned them. 

Such tales he told ; and the pilgrim heard 

In a trance of voiceless pleasure ; 
For the depths of his inmost soul were stirred 

By the sad and solemn measure : 
"I give thee my blessing," was his word, 

"It is all I have of treasure I" — 

A little child came bounding by ; 

And he, in a fragrant bower. 
Had found a gorgeous butterfly. 

Rare spoil for a nursery dower. 
Which with fierce step and eager eye 

He chased from flower to flower. 
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" Come liither, come hither," 'gan ilorice call; 

And the urchin left his fun : 
So from the hall of poor Sir Paul 

Retreats the baffled dun ; 
So Ellen parts from the village ball, 

Where she leaves a heart half won. 

Then Florice did the child caress, 

And sang his sweetest songs : 
Their theme was of the gentleness 

Which to the soul belongs, 
Ere yet it knows the name or dress 

Of human rights and wrongs; — 

And of the wants which make agree 

All parts of this vast plan ; 
How life is in whatever we see, 

And only life in man ; 
What matter where the less may be. 

And where the longer span ? 

And how the heart grows cold without 

Soft Pity's freshening dews ; 
And how when any life goes out 

Some little pang ensues : — 
Facts which great soldiers often doubt. 

And wits who write reviews. 

Oh, song hath power o'er Nature's springs. 
Though deep the Nymph has laid them I 
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The child gazod — gazed on gilded wings 
As the next light breeze displayed them ; 

But he felt the while that the meanest things 
Are dear to Him that made them I — 

The sun went down behind the hill, 

The breeze was growing colder ; 
Bnt there the Minstrel lingered still, 

And amazed the chance beholder, 
Hosing beside a rippling rill 

With a harp upon his shonlder. 

And soon, on a graceful steed and tame, 

A sleek Arabian mare. 
The Lady Juliana came. 

Riding to take the air. 
With many a lord at whose proud name 

A Radical would swear. 

The Minstrel touched his lute again ; 

It was more than a Sultan's crown. 
When the Lady checked her bridle-rein 

And lit from her palfrey down : — 
What would you give for such a strain, 

Rees, Longman, Orme, and Brown? 

He sang of Beauty's dazzling eyes, 

Of Beauty's molting tone. 
And how her praise is a richer prize 

Than tlie gems of Persia's throne, 
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And her love a bliss which the coldly wise 
Have never, never known. 

Uo told how the valiant scoff at Fear 
When the sob of her grief is heard; 

now fiercely they fight for a smile or a tear, 
How they die for a single word : — 

Things wliich, I own, to me appear 
Exceedingly absnrd. 

The Lady soon had heard enough ; 

She tarned to hear Sir Denys 
Discourse in language vastly gruff 

About liis skill at tennis ; 
"Wliile smooth Sir Guy described the stuff 

His mistress wore at Venice. 

The Lady smiled one radiant smile, 

And the Lady rode away. — 
There is not a lady in all our Isle, 

I have heard a poet say, 
Who can listen more than a little while 

To a poet's sweetest lay. — 

His mother's voice was fierce and shrill 

As she set the milk and fruit : 
" Out on thine unrewarded skill. 

And on thy vagrant lute ; 
Let the strings be broken an they will, 

And the beggar lips be mutel" 
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Peace, peace ! tlie Pilgrim as he went 

Forgot the Minstrel's song, 
Bnt the blessing that his wan lips sent 

"Will guard the Minstrel long, 
And keep his spirit innocent, 

And turn his hand from wrong. 

Belike the child had little thought 

Of the moral the Minstrel drew ; 
Bnt the dream of a deed of kindness wrought — 

Brings it not peace to you ? 
And doth not a lesson of virtue taught 

Teach him that teaches too? 

And if the Lady sighed no sigh 

For the Minstrel or his hymn, — 
Yet when he shall lie 'neath the moonlit sky, 

Or lip the goblet's brim. 
What a star in the mist of memory 

That smile will be to him ! 

(1881.) 
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Childe Florice rose from hia h amble btd 
And jjrayed, as a good youtli slioaM ; 

And fortli lio sped, with a lighteome tread, 
Into the noighbonring WDod ; 

Ho know where the berries were ripe, and red, 
And where tlie old oak stood. 

And as he laj at the noon of day 

Berieatb tlie ancient tree, 
A gray-haired pilgrim parsed that woy | 

A holy raan was he^ 
And he was iv^ending forth to pray 

At a shrine iu a far eouuirle. 

Oh, 1x13 was a weary wandering, 

And a song or two might eheor him. 

The pious Childe begnn to ain^^ 
As the ancient man drew near him ; 

The lark was umte as he touched the string, 
And the thrush said, ** Hear him> hear him 1" 

He sang high tales of the martyred braye, 

Of the good, and pure, and just, 
Who have gone into the silent grave 

In such deep faith and trust, 
That the hopes and thoughts wbich sain and 
save 

Spring from their buried dust: 
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The fair of face, and the stoat of limb, 
Meek maids and grandsires hoary. 

Who have sung on the cross their rapturous 
hynm, 
As they passed to their doom of glory ; 

Their radiant fame is never dim, 
Nor their names erased from story. 

Time spares the stone where sleep the dead 
With angels watching round them ; 

The mourner's grief is comforted 

As he looks on the chains that bound them ; 

And peace is shed on the murderer's head, 
And he kisses the thorns that crowned them. 

Such tales he told ; and the pilgrim heard 

In a trance of voiceless pleasure ; 
For the depths of his inmost soul were stirred 

By the sad and solemn measure : 
" I give thee my blessing," was his word, 

" It is all I have of treasure 1" — 

A little child came bounding by ; 

And he, in a fragrant bower. 
Had found a gorgeous butterfly. 

Rare spoil for a nursery dower. 
Which with fierce step and eager eye 

Ue chased from flower to flower. 
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" Come hitJier, f^oine hit 
And tlio urcliin left hii 

80 fmm tlto Imll of poor] 
Bctrcats tho Ijaftletl di 

So Ellon parts frum tlie ■ 
Where she leaves a he 

Then Florice dhl the cliili 
And satig liia sweetest 

Their tlieme was of the 
Witch to tlie son! belo: 

Ere yet it knows the iiarD 
Of human rights and ^ 

And of the wants which i 
All parts of this vast pU 

How life is m what e'er wi 
And only life in man; 1 

Wliut matter where the ]i 
And where the longer | 

And how the heart growi 
Soft Pity's fresbon'mg i 

And liow when any life ( 
80 ill little panj^ ensae 

Pacts which great soldiei 
And wit3 who wnte rj 

Q% Bong Imth power 5'< 
Tbougli deep the Nyil 
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The child gazed — gazed on gilded wings 
As the next light breeze displayed them ; 

Bnt he felt the while that the meanest things 
Are dear to Him that made them I — 

The snn went down behind the hill, 

The breeze was growing colder ; 
But there the Minstrel lingered still, 

And amazed the chance beholder, 
Mnsihg beside a rippling rill 

With a harp npon his shoulder. 

And soon, on a graceful steed and tame, 

A sleek Arabian mare. 
The Lady Juliana came, 

Riding to take the air. 
With many a lord at whose proud name 

A Radical would swear. 

The Minstrel touched his lute again ; 

It was more than a Sultanas crown. 
When the Lady checked her bridle-rein 

And lit from her palfrey down : — 
What would you give for such a strain, 

Rees, Longman, Orme, and Brown? 

He sang of Beauty's dazzling eyes. 

Of Beauty's melting tone, 
And how her praise is a richer prize 

Than the gems of Persia's throne, 
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Peace, peace ! tlie Pilgi-im as he went 

Forgot the Minstrel's song, 
Bnt the blessing that his wan lips sent 

"Will guard the Minstrel long, 
And keep his spirit innocent. 

And turn his hand from wrong. 

Belike the child had little thought 

Of the moral the Minstrel drew ; 
But the dream of a deed of kindness wrought — 

Brings it not peace to you ? 
And doth not a lesson of virtue taught 

Teach him that teaches too? 

And if the Lady sighed no sigh 

For the Minstrel or his hymn, — 
Yet when he shall lie 'neath the moonlit sky, 

Or lip the goblet's brim, 
What a star in the mist of memory 

That smile will be to him 1 

(1881.) 
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STANZAS 

WBITTKN IN THB FIEST LEAF OF LILLIAN. 

Talk not to me of learned dust, 

Of reasoning and renown, 
Of withering wreath and crumbling bust, 

Tom book and tattered gown ; 
Oh, Wisdom lives in Folly's ring, 
And beards, thank Heaven, are not the thing! 

Then let me live a long romance, 

And learn to trifle well ; 
And write my motto, " Vive la danse," 

And " Vive la bagatelle !" 
And give all honour, as is fit, 
To sparkling eyes, and sparkling wit. 

And let me deem, when Sophs condemn 

And Seniors burn my lays. 
That some bright eyes will smile on them, 

And some kind hearts will praise; 
And thus my little book shall be 
A mine of pleasant thoughts to me. 

And we, perchance, may meet no more ; 
For other accents sound 
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Cbllde Florice rose fmm kia LutnlJe bed 
And prayed, aa a good yonth aliould ; 

And forth ho sped, with u lightsorue tiead^ 
Into the neighbouring wood ; 

He know where the henies were ripa and red, 
And where the old oak stood. 

And as he laj at the noon of day 

Beneath the ancient tree, 
A gray -haired pilgriin passed that waj; 

A holy man was he, 
And lie waa wending forth to praj 

At a ahrme in a far countrLe* 

Oil, his was a weary wandering, 
And a mi\g or two might cheer hmi» 

The pioua Ohilde begun to sing, 

As t1}e ancient man drew near him ; 

The lark was mute as he touched the string, 
And the thrush said, ^^Hear him^ hear liimE^ 

He sang high tales of the martyred brave, 

Of the good, and pure, and just, 
"Who have gone into the silent grave 

In such deep faith and trust, 
That the hopes and thoughts which sain and 
save 

Spring from their buried dust: 



\ 
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The fair of face, and the stout of limb, 
Meek maids and grandsires hoary. 

Who have sung on the cross their rapturous 
hymn, 
As they passed to their doom of glory ; 

Their radiant fame is never dim, 
Nor their names erased from story. 

Time spares the stone where sleep the dead 
With angels watching round them ; 

The mourner's grief is comforted 
As he looks on the chains that bound them ; 

And peace is shed on the murderer's head, 
And he kisses the thorns that crowned them. 

Such tales he told ; and the pilgrim heard 

In a trance of voiceless pleasure ; 
For the depths of his inmost soul were stirred 

By the sad and solemn measure : 
" I give thee my blessing," was his word, 

" It is all I have of treasure !" — 

A little child came bounding by ; 

And he, in a fragrant bower. 
Had found a gorgeous butterfly, 

Rare spoil for a nursery dower. 
Which with fierce step and eager eye 

Ue chased from flower to flower. 
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In short, Pm T617 tore fihftfc all 

Who seek or aigh fbr BeMty's tlunn 

May breaUie fheir tows, and feed iheir paaaioBi 

Though whiat and waltdng keep in fSufalony 

And make the moat deliMona aonnelai 

In spite of diamonda, and Fmaioh, bonnetal 

(isai) 



THB MODERN NECTAR. 

Om daj, aa Baoehna wandered out 

From hia own gaj and i^oriona heaveoi 
To see what mortala were.about 

Below, 'twixt six o'dook and aeren. 
And laugh at all the toils and teara, 
ThQ, endless hopes, the canselesa feara, 
The midnight songs, the morning amartai 
The aching heads, the breaking hearta, 
Which he and his fair crony Venus 
Within the month had sown between us, 
He lighted by chance on a fiddling fellow 
Who never was known to be less than meU 
A wandering poet, who thought it his dutj 
To feed upon nothing but bowls and beaut 
Who worshipped a rhyme, and detested a qi 
And cared not a single straw for laurel. 
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The child gazed — gazod on gilded wings 
As the next light hreeze displayed them ; 

Bnt he felt the while that the meanest things 
Are dear to Him that made them ! — 

The sun went down hehind the hill, 

The breeze was growing colder ; 
Bnt there the Minstrel lingered still, 

And amazed the chance beholder, 
Hasing beside a rippling rill 

With a harp upon his shoulder. 

And soon, on a graceful steed and tame, 

A sleek Arabian mare, 
The Lady Juliana came. 

Riding to take the air. 
With many a lord at whose proud name 

A Radical would swear. 

The Minstrel touched his lute again ; 

It was more than a Sultanas crown, 
When the Lady checked her bridle-rein 

And lit from her palfrey down : — 
What would you give for such a strain, 

Rees, Longman, Orme, and Brown? 

He sang of Beauty^s dazzling eyes. 

Of Beauty's melting tone. 
And how her praise is a richer prize 

Than tiie gems of Persia's throne, 
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"Where dulness everlasting reigns 

O'er the quiet pulse and the drowsy brains, 

"Where ladies jest, and lovers langh. 

And noble lords are bound in cal^ 

And Zoilus for his sins rehearses^ 

Old Bentham's prose, old "Wordsworth's verses, 

If I have not found a richer draught 

Than ever yet Olympus quaffed. 

Better and brighter and dearer far 

Than the golden sands of Pactolus arel'* 

And then he filled m triumph up. 

To the highest top-sparkle, Jove's beaming cup, 

And pulling up his silver hose. 

And turning in his tottering toes 

(While Hebe, as usual, the mischievous gypsy, 

"Was laughing to see her brother tipsy), 

lie said—" May it please your high Divinity, 

This nectar is— Milk-Punch at Trinity I" 

(1825.) 
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Peace, peace ! the Pilgi'ira as he went 

Forgot the MinstreVs song, 
But the blessing that his wau lips sent 

Will guard the Minstrel long, 
And keep his spirit innocent, 

And turn his hand from wrong. 

Belike the child had little thought 

Of the moral the Minstrel drew ; 
But the dream of a deed of kindness wrought — 

Brings it not peace to you ? 
And doth not a lesson of virtue taught 

Teach him that teaches too ? 

And if the Lady sighed no sigh 

For the Minstrel or his hymn, — 
Yet when he shall lie 'neath the moonlit sky, 

Or lip the goblet's brim. 
What a star in the mist of memory 

That smile will be to him 1 

(1881.) 
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A PREFACE, 

I RATB a tale of Love to tell ; — 
Lend me thy light late, L. £. L. 

Lend me thy lute I what other strings 
Should speak of those delicious things, 
Which constitute Lovers joys and woes 
In pretty duodecimos? 
Thou knowest every herb and flower, 
Of wondrous name, and wondrous power. 
Which, gathered where white wood-doves nei 
And beat up by poetic pestle, 
Bind gallant knights in fancied fetters, 
And set young ladies writing letters : 
Thou singest songs of floods and fountains, 
Of mounted lords and lordly mountains, 
Of dazzling shields and dazzling glances, 
Of piercing frowns and piercing lances. 
Of leaping brands and sweeping willows. 
Of dreading seas and dreaming billows. 
Of sunbeams which are like red wine. 
Of odorous lamps of argentine. 
Of cheeks that burn, of hearts that freeze, 
Of odours that send messages. 
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And I shall hear sweet voices sighing, 
*' So young I — and I am told he's dying!" 
Yes I I shall wear a wreath eternal. 
For full twelve months, in Post and Journal, 
Admired by all the Misses Brown 
Who go to school at Kentish Town, 
And worshipped by the fair Arachne 
Who makes my handkerchiefs at Hackney I 

Vain, vain I — ^take back the lute I I see 

Its chords were never meant for me. 

For thine own song, for thine own hand, 

Tliat lute was strung in Fairy-land ; 

And, if a stranger's thumb should fling 

Its rude touch o'er one golden string, — 

Good-night to all the music in it I 

The string would crack in half a minute. 

Take back the lute ! I make no claim 

To inspiration or to fame ; 

The hopes and fears that bards should cherish. 

I care not when they fade and perish ; 

I read political economy, 

Voltaire and Cobbett, and gastronomy. 

And, when I would indite a story 

Of woman's faith or warrior's glory, 

I always wear a night-cap sable, 

And put my elbows on the table. 

And hammer out the tedious toil 

By dint of Walker and lamp-oil. 
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I never feel poetic mania, 
I gnaw no laurel with Urania, 
I conrt no critic's tender mercies, 
I count the feet in all my verses, 
And own myself a screaming gander 
Among the shrill swans of Mssanderl 
0824.) 



LOVE AT A KOUT. 

When some mad bard sits down to muse 

About the lilies and the dews, 

The grassy vales and sloping lawns. 

Fairies and Satyrs, Nymphs and Fauns, 

He's apt to think, he's apt to swear. 

That Oupid reigns not anywhere 

Except in some sequestered village 

Where peasants live on truth and tillage ; 

That none are fair enough for witches 

But maids who frisk through dells and ditches ; 

That dreams are twice as sweet as dances, 

That cities never breed romances ; 

That Beauty always keeps a cottage, 

And Purity grows pale on pottage. 
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Yes I those dear dreams are all divine; 

And those dear dreams have all been mine. 

I like the stream, the rock, the bay, 

I like the smell of new-mown hay, 

I like the babbling of the brooks, 

I like the creaking of the crooks, 

I like the peaches and the posies, — 

But chiefly, when the season closes, 

And often, in the month of fun. 

When every poacher cleans his gun. 

And cockneys tell enormous lies, 

And stocks are pretty sure to rise. 

And e'en the Chancellor, they say. 

Goes to a point the nearest way — 

I hurry from my drowsy desk 

To revel in the picturesque ; 

To hear beneath those ancient trees 

The far-off murmur of the bees, 

Or trace yon river's mazy channels 

With Petrarch, and a brace of spaniels. 

Combining foolish rhymes together. 

And killing sorrow, and shoe-leather. 

Then, as I see some rural maid 
Come dancing up the sunny glade. 
Coquetting with her fond adorer 
Just as her mother did before her, 
" Give me," I cry, " the quiet bliss 
Qf souls like these, of scenes like this; 
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Where ladies eat and sleep in peace, 
Where gallants never heard of Greece, 
Where day is day, and night is night, 
Where frocks — and morals — ^both are white ; 
Blue eyes below — ^blne skies above — 
Those are the homes, the hearts, for Love !" 

But this is idle ; I have been 

A sojourner in many a scene. 

And picked up wisdom in my way. 

And cared not what I had to pay ; 

Smiling and weeping all the while, 

As other people weep and smile ; 

And I have learned that Love is not 

Ck)nfined to any hour or spot ; 

He lights the smile and fires the frown 

Alike in country and in town. 

I own fair faces not more fair 

In Ettrick, than in Portman Square, 

And silly danglers just as silly 

In Sherwood, as in Piccadilly. 

Soft tones are not the worse, no doubt, 

For having harps to help them out ; 

And smiles are not a ray more bright 

By moonbeams, than by candle-light ; 

I know much ma^c oft reposes 

On wreaths of artificial roses. 

And snowy necks, — I never found them 

Quite spoilt by having cameos round them. 
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In short, I'm very sure that a]l 

Who seek or sigh for Beauty's thrall 

May breathe their vows, and feed their passion, 

Though whist and waltzing keep in fashion, 

And make the most delicious sonnets, 

In spite of diamonds, and French bonnets! 

(1834.) 
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One day, as Bacchus wandered out 

From his own gay and glorious heaven^ 
To see what mortals were about 

Below, 'twixt six o'clock and seven, 
And laugh at all the toils and tears, 
The. endless hopes, the causeless fears, 
The midnight songs, the morning smarts, 
The aching heads, the breaking hearts. 
Which he and his fair crony Venus 
Within the month had sown between us. 
He lighted by chance on a fiddling fellow 
Who never was known to be less than mellow, 
A wandering poet, who thought it his duty 
To feed upon nothing but bowls and beauty ; 
Who worshipped a rhyme, and detested a qnarrely 
And cared not a single straw for laurel. 



THE MODERN NEGTAS. 888 

Holding that Grief was Sobriety's dangliter, 
And loatliing critics, and cold water. 

Ere daj on the Gog-Magog hills had fainted, 

The god and the minstrel were qnite acquainted; 

Beneath a tree, in the sunny weather, 

They sat them down, and drank together : 

They drank of all fluids that ever were poured 

By an English lout, or a German lord, 

Bum and shrub and brandy and gin, 

One after another, they stowed them in, 

Claret of Oarbonell, porter of Meux, 

Ohampagne which would waken a wit in dukes, 

Humble Port, and proud Tokay, 

Persico, and Or^me de Th^, 

The blundering Irishman's Usquebaugh, 

The fiery Welshman's Owrw da; 

And after toasting various names 

Of mortal and immortal flames. 

And whispering more than I or you know 

Of Ifistress Poll, and Mistress Juno, 

The god departed, scarcely knowing 

A zephyr's from a nose's blowing, 

A frigate from a pewter flagon. 

Or Thespis from his own stage- wagon ; 

And rolling about like a barrel of grog. 

He went up to heaven as drunk as a hog I 

"Now may I," he lisped, "forever sit 
In Lethe's darkest and deepest pit» 
Vol. L— 22 
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Where dulness everlasting reigns 

O'er the quiet pulse and the drowsy brains, 

"Where ladies jest, and lovers laugh, 

And noble lords are bound in cal^ 

And Zoilus for his sins rehearses^ 

Old Bentham's prose, old Wordsworth's verses, 

If I have not found a richer draught 

Than ever yet Olympus quaffed. 

Better and brighter and dearer far 

Than the golden sands of Pactolus are I'' 

And then he filled in triumph up, 

To the highest top-sparkle, Jove's beaming cup, 

And pulling up his silver hose. 

And turning in his tottering toes 

(While Hebe, as usual, the mischievous gypsy, 

Was laughing to see her brother tipsy), 

He said—" May it please your high Divinity, 

This nectar is — ^Milk-Punch at Trinity I" 

(182&) 




MY OWH Ftra^EAX, 



MY OWN FUNERAL. 



F5i3 mornings aa in bed I lnj^ 

Half waking and half sleeping, 

score of Lor©3T imrnen^ely gay, 

W^re round mj chamber creeping; 
[ could not move mj hand or head 

To ask them what the etir meant ; 

ad *' Ah,'* they cried, **onr friend k dead; 

Prepare for hia interment]" 

All whose hearts with mine were bleaded, 
Weep for me 1 m j daji ar^ ended 1 

On« drinks my brightest Bargnndy, 

Without a blush, before me ; 
One brings a little rosary , 

And breathes a blesaing o'er me ; 
One finds my pretty chambermaid, 

And courts her in dumb erambo ; 
Another sees the mutes arrayed 

With fife by way of flambean; 
la your feasting and yonr fMing, 
Fgep for me I my hearse la waiting 
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Was ever such a strange array? 

The moorners all are singing ; 
From all the churches on our way 

A merry peal is ringing ; 
The pall that clothes my cold remains, 

Instead of hoars and dragons, 
Is hlazoned o^er with darts and chains, 

"With Intes, and flowers, and flagons : 
Passers-hy their heads are shaking! 
Weep for me ! my grave is making. 

And now they let my coffin fall; 

And one of them rehearses. 
For want of holy ritual. 

My own least holy verses : 
The sculptor carves a laurel-leaf. 

And writes my name and story ; 
And silent Nature in her grief 

Seems dreaming of my glory : 
Just as I am made immortal, — 
Weep for me I — ^they har the portaL 

But Isahel, hy accidmt, 

Was wandering hy that minute ; 
She opened that dark monument. 

And found her slave within it ; 
The clergy said the Mass in vain, 

The College could not save me ; 



r^ 
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Bat life, she swears, returned again 
• With the first kiss she gave me: 

You who deem that life is sorrow. 

Weep for me again to-morrow ! 



TIME'S SONG. 



O'sB the level plains, where mountains greet me 

as I go, 
O'er the desert waste, wliere fountains at mj 

bidding flow, 
On the boundless beam bj day, on the cloud by 

night, 
I am riding hence away: who will chain my 

flight? 

War his weary watch was keeping, — I have 

crushed his spear ; 
Grief within her bower was weeping, — ^I have 

dried her tear ; 
Pleasure caught a minute's hold, — then I hurried 

by, 

Leaving all her banquet cold, and her goblet 
dry. 
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Power had won a throne of glory : where is 

now his fame? 
Genins said, "I live in story:" who hath heard 

his name ? 
Love heneath a myrtle-bough whispered, " Why 

so fast?" 
And the roses on his brow withered as I passed. 

I have heard the heifer lowing o^er the wild 

wave's bed ; 
I have seen the billow flowing where the cattle 

fed; 
Where began my wanderings ? Memory will not 

say I 
Where will rest my weary wings ? Science turns 

away! 

(1826.) 



FROM METASTASIO. 

The venomous serpent, dearest, 
Shall couch with the cushat dove, 

Ere a true friend, as thou fearest. 
Shall ever be false in love. 
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From Eden^s greenest mountain 
Two separate streamlets came; 

But their source was in one fountain, 
Their waters are the same I 

(Mat 21, 1826.) 



LINES 

WBITTEN ON THE EYE OF A COLLEGE EXAMINATION. 
I. 

St. Maby^s tolls her longest chime, and slumher 

softly falls 
On Granta^s quiet solitudes, her cloisters and 

her halls; 
But trust me, little rest is theirs, who play in 

glory's game, 
And throw to-morrow their last throw for 

academic fame ; 
Whose hearts have panted for this hour, and, 

while slow months went by, 
Beat high to live in story — ^half a dozen stories 

high. 
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No; there is nortpogeftirthem, theao l it i x fl nr , 
Who muse on ill fh«t fheyhftTO dlooib, ladall 

they memt to do; 
And leave the priwnied loveliness of sums lup^ 

haonted book, 
With many a mdanoholy si^ and many n 

anxions look ; 
As lovers look their last upon the Lady of fUb 

fancies, 
When barb or bark is vaitini^ in the middlsof 

romances. 

m. . 

And some were bom to be the firs^ said sobs 

to be the last : — 
I cannot change the ftitore now; I wiU not 

mourn the past; 
Bat while the firelight flickers, and the lonely 

lamp bnms dim, 
I'll fill one glass of Claret till it sparkles to the 

brim, 
And, like a knight of chivalry first vaulting on 

his steed, 
Commend me to my Patron Saint, for a blessing 

and good speed I — 

rv. 
O Lady I if my pulse beats quick, and mj heart 
trembles now. 
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If there is flash upon my cheek, and fever on 
my brow, 

It is not, Lady, that I think, as others think to- 
night, 

Upon the struggle and the prize, the doubt and 
the delight, 

Nor that I feel, as I have felt, ambition^s idle 
thrill, 

Nor that defeat, so bitter once, is bitter to me 
still: 

V. 

I think of thee I I think of thee! It is but for 

thy sake 
That wearied energies arise, and slumbering 

hopes awake ; 
For others other smiles might beam, so only one 

were mine ; 
For others other praise might sound, so I were 

worthy thine ; 
On other brows the wreath might bloom, but it 

were more than bliss 
To fling it at thy feet, and say, "Thy friendship 

hath done this." 

TI. 

Whatever of chastened pride is mine, whatever 

of nurtured power, 
Of self-restraint when sons-inyite, of faith when 

tempests lower, 
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"Whate'er of morning joy I have, whateV of 

evening rest, 
Whate'er of love I yet deserve from those I love 

the best, 
Whatever of honest fame upon my after-life may 

be, — 
To thee, my best and fairest, — ^I shall owe it all 

to thee I 

vn, 
I am alone — ^I am alone I thou art not by my 

side. 
To smile on me, to speak to me, to flatter or to 

chide ; 
But oh I if Fortune favour now the effort and the 

prayer, 
My heart will strive, when friends come round, 

to fancy tliou art there ; 
To hear in every kindly voice an echo of thy 

tone. 
And clasp in every proffered hand the pressure 

of thy own. 

vni. 

As those who shed in Fairy-land their child- 
hood's happy tears 

Have still its trees before their sight, its music 
in their ears. 

Thus, midst the cold realities of this soul- weary- 
ing scene, 
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Holding that Grief was Sobriety^s dangliter, 
And loathing critics, and cold water. 

Ere daj on the Gog-Magog hills had fainted, 

The god and the minstrel were quite acquainted ; 

Beneath a tree, in the sunny weather, 

They sat them down, and drank together : 

They drank of all fluids that ever were poured 

By an English lout, or a German lord, 

Bum and shrub and brandy and gin. 

One after another, they stowed them in. 

Claret of Oarbonell, porter of Meuz, 

Ohampagne which would waken a wit in dukes, 

Humble Port, and proud Tokay, 

Persico, and Or^me de Th^, 

The blundering Irishman's Usquebaugh, 

The fiery Welshman's Owrw da; 

And after toasting yarious names 

Of mortal and immortal flames. 

And whispering more than I or you know 

Of Mstress Poll, and Mistress Juno, 

The god departed, scarcely knowing 

A zephyr's from a nose's blowing, 

A frigate from a pewter flagon. 

Or Thespis from his own stage-wagon ; 

And rolling about like a barrel of grog. 

He went up to heaven as drunk as a hogl 

"Kow may I," he lisped, "forever sit 
In Lethe's darkest and deepest pit. 
Vol. L— 22 
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ALEXANDER AND DIOGENES. 

"DiofeoM Alezandro rogantl nt dleeret si quid opus 6ia«C 
•nunc qaidem panUalam,' inqolt, *a aole.*" — CieerOf lim. 
DUp. 

I. 
Slowlt the monarch tnmed aside: 
Bat when his glance of yoathfal pride 
Rested upon the warriors gray 
Who bore his lance and shield that day, 
And the long line of spears, that came 
Throagh the fkr grove like waves of flame, 
Hb forehead burned, his pulse beat high, 
More darkly flashed his shifting eye, 
And visions of the battle-plain 
Came bursting on his soul again. 

n. 

The old man drew his gaze away 

Right gladly from that long array, 

As if their presence were a blight 

Of pain and sickness to his sight ; 

And slowly folding o'er his breast 

The fragments of his tattered vest, 

As was his wont, unasked, unsought. 

Gave to the winds his muttered thought, 
Naming no name of friend or foe, 
And reckless if they heard or no. 
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MY OWN FUNERAL. 

FBOM DE BEBAJ^OEB. 

This morning, as in bed I lay, 

Half waking and half sleeping, 
A score of Loves, immensely gay. 

Were round my chamber creeping; 
I could not move my hand or head 

To ask them what the stir meant ; 
And "Ah," they cried, "onr friend is dead; 

Prepare for his interment !" 
All whose hearts with mine were blended, 
Weep for me ! my days are ended ! 

One drinks my brightest Burgundy, 

Without a blush, before me ; 
One brings a little rosary. 

And breathes a blessing o^er me ; 
One finds my pretty chambermaid, 

And courts her in dumb crambo; 
Another sees the mutes arrayed 

With fife by way of flambeau : 
In your feasting and your fating, 
Weep for me I my hearse is waiting. 
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The cunning caterer still mnst share 

Tlie dainties which his toils prepare ; 

The pagers lip mnst taste the wine 

Before he fills the cnp for thine : 

Wilt feast with me on Hecate^s cheer I 
I dread no royal hemlock here I 

VI. 

'^ And night will come ; and thon wilt lie 

Beneath a purple canopy. 

With Intes to lull thee, flowers to shed 

Their feverish fragrance round thy bed, 

A princess to unclasp thy crest, 

A Spartan spear to guard thy rest. — 

Dream, happy one ! — ^fchy dreams will be 

Of danger and of perfidy, — 

The Persian lance, the Oarian club I— 
I shall sleep sounder in my tub. 

VII. 

'* And thou wilt pass away, and have 

A marble mountain o'er thy grave, 

With pillars tall, and chambers vast, — 

Fit palace for the worm's repast I 

I too shall perish I let them call 

The vulture to my funeral ; 

The Cynic's staff, the Cynic's den, 

Are all he leaves his fellow-men ; 

Heedless how this corruption fares, — 
Yea, heedless, though it mix with theirs.*^ 

(1826.) 
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ARMINIUS* 

^Cernebfttar contra mlnitabundns Arminlns, praUmnqae 
dMMinUans".— TboO, AnnaL ii. 10. 

I. 

Back, — backl — he fears not foaming flood 

Who fears not steel-clad line ! 
No offspring this of German blood, — 

No brother thon of mine ; 
Some bastard spawn of menial birth, — 

Some bound and bartered slave : 
Back, — ^back ! — for thee our native earth 

Would be a foreign grave I 

II. 
Away I be mingled with the rest 

Of that thy chosen tribe ; 
And do the tyrant's high behest. 

And earn the robber's bribe ; 

• Anninlat, the assertor of the liberties of Gtermanj, had a 
lirother who had been brought ap and had risen to high rank 
In the Soman ierrioe. Upon one occasion, when tiie two 
■nnlea were eeparated bj the rlTer Weser, the brothers, after 
s mUoqnj whidi ended in reciprocal reproaehet, were scarcely 
prarented, mj§ Tadtoa, from rushing Into the stream and en- 
f^^laf band to hand. 
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And win the chain to gird the neck^ 
The geras to hid© the hilt, 

And blazon honour^ s hapless wreck 
With ail the gauds of gnilt. 



And would^t thon ha\^e me share the prey! 

Bj all that I have done, 
By Varus' bones, which day by day 

Are whitening in the sun, — 
The legion^B shattered panoply, 

The eagle's broken wing, 
I would not be, for earth and sky. 

So loathed and scorned a tiling I 

IT* 

Ho! bring me here the wizard, boy. 

Of most surpassing skill, 
To agonize, and not destroy, 

To palsyT ^^^^ ^^^ l^^l^- 
If there be truth in that dread art, 

In song, and spell, and charm, 
Now let them torture the base heart| 

And wither the false arm I 

V. 

1 curse him by our country^s goda^ 

The terrible, the dark, 
The scatterers of the Roman rods, 
The quellers of the bark! 



\ 
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They fill a onp with bitter woe, 

The J fill it to the brim I 
'Wliere shades of warriors feast below, 

That cup shall be for him I 

n. 
I corse him by the gifts our land 

Hath owed to him and Bome-^ 
The riving axe and burning brand, 

Kent forests, blazing home ; — 
Oh, may he shudder at the thought, 

Who triumphs in the sight; 
And be his waking terrors wrought 

Into fierce dreams by night. 

vn. 
I curse him by the hearts that sigh 

In cavern, grove, and glen, — 
The sobs of orphaned infancy. 

The tears of aged men ; — 
When swords are out, and spear and dart 

Leave little space for prayer. 
No fetter on man^s arm and heart 

Hangs half so heavy there. 

VIII. 

Oh, misery, that such a vow 

On such a head should be ! 
Why comes he not, my brother, now, 

To fight or fall with me,— 
Vol. I.— 28 
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To be my mate in banquet bowl. 
My gaard in battle throng t 

And worthy of his fathered sonl 
And of his country's song ? 

IX. 

But it is past ; — where heroes press 

And spoilers bend the knee, 
Arminius is not brotherless, — 

His brethren dre the free I 
They come around ; one hour, and light 

Will fade from turf and tide ; 
Then onward, onward to the fight, 

With darkness for our guide ! 

X. 

To-night, to-night, — when we shall meet 

In combat face to face, — 
There only would Arminius greet * 

The renegade's embrace ; 
The canker of Rome's guilt shall be 

Upon his Boman name. 
And as he lives in slavery. 

So shall he die in shame I 

a82T.) 
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REMEMBER ME. 

In Seville, when the feast was long, 
And lips and lutes grew free, 

At Inez^ feet, amid the throng, 
A masquer hent his knee ; 

And still the hnrden of his song 
Was, " Sweet, remember me I ' 

'* Remember me in shine and shower. 

In sorrow and in glee ; 
When summer breathes upon the flower, 

When winter blasts the tree ; 
When there are dances in the bower. 

Or sails upon the sea. 

** Remember me beneath far skies. 

On foreign lawn or lea ; 
When others worship those wild ejes 

Which I no more may see ; 
When others wake the melodies 

Of which I mar the kej. 

" Remember me ! my heart will claim 
No love, no trust from thee ; 

Remember me, though doubt and blame 
Linked with the record be ; 

Remember me, — ^with scorn or shame, — 
Bnt yet, remember me I" 



35S TO THE BXV; DEBWXnr OOLXBIDGE. 

TO THE REV. DERWENT COLERIDGE; 

OH BIB ICABBIAOX. 

Who most the beanteona Lady be 

That wins that heart of thine t 
In a dream, methmks, she comes to me, 

Half mortal, half diyine, 
Robed in a fine and fairy dress 

From Fancy's richest store, — 
A more becoming garb, I guess, 

Than e'er man's mistress wore ! 
With a step that glides o'er turf and stone 

As light as the morning beams. 
And a voice whose every whispered tone 

Calls np a host of dreams ; 
And a form which you might safely swear 

Young Nature taught to dance, 
And dazzling brow and floating hair 

Which are themselves romance ; 
And eyes more eloquently bright 

Than ether's brightest star. 
With much of genius in their light, 

And more of fondness far ; 
And an untainted love of earth 

And all earth's lovely things, 
And smiles and tears, whose grief and mirth 

Flow forth from kindred springs ; 
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And a oalm heart, so wholly given 

To him whose love it wakes, 
That through all storms of Fate and Heaven 

It bends with his — or breaks. 

Such must the beanteoas Lady be 

That wins that heai*t of thine, 
And is to thy fair destiny 

What none may be to mine I 

(1827.) 



FROM GOETHE. 

Unheeded toils, nnvalned car^^. 

And slighted sighs, and baffled prayers, 

Hate, cruelty, caprice, disdain, — 
Are these thy sad harp^s saddest theme. 
Thy morning thought, thy midnight dream ? 

Away 1 — ^it is a weary lot 
To waste lovers songs where love is not ; 
But do not thou, fond boy, complain; 
Alas 1 to some 'tis bitterer far 
. To love, and feel how loved they are I 

(Jvn 18,1828.) 
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MEMORY. 

NeMon Duggior dolore 
Che recordani del tempo felloe, 
Nella miseria. 

DanU, 



Stand on a funeral monnd^ 

Far, far from all that love. thee: 
With a barren heath around, 

And a cypress bower above thee : 
And think, while the sad wind frets, 

And the night in cold gloom closes, 
Of spring, ai^d spring's sweet violets, 

Of summer, and summer's roses. 



Sleep where the thunders fly 

Across the tossing billow ; 
Thy canopy the sky. 

And the lonely deck thy pillow ; 
And dream, while the chill sea-foam 

In mockery dashes o'er thee. 
Of the cheerful hearth, and the quiet home, 

And the kiss of her that bore thee. 
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in. 
Watoh in the deepest cell 

Of the foeman's dungeon-tower, 
Till hope's most cherished spell 

Has lost its cheering power ; 
And sing, while the galling chain 

On every stiff limb freezes, 
Of the huntsman hurrying o'er the plain, 

Of the breath of the mountain breezes. 

IV. 

Talk of the minstrePs lute, 

The warrior's high endeavour. 
When the honeyed lips are mute. 

And the strong arm crushed forever; 
Look back to the summer sun. 

From the mist of dark December ; 
Then say to the broken-hearted one, 

" 'Tis pleasant to remember 1" 

(Apbxl11,1829.) 
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FUIMUS I 

Go to the once-loved bowers ; 
Wreathe blushing roses for the ladj's hair: 
Winter has been upon the leaves and 
flowers, — 

They were I 

Look for the domes of kings ; 
Lo, the owl's fortress, or the tiger's lair! 

Oblivion sits beade them ; Mockery sings, 
They were I 

Waken the minstrel's lute ; 
Bid the smooth pleader charm the listening air: 
The chords are broken, and the lips are 
mute: — 

They were ! 

Visit the great and brave ; 
Worship the witcheries of the bright and fair: 
Is not thy foot upon a new-made grave?— 
They were I 

Speak to thine own heart; prove 
The secrets of thy nature. What is there? 
Wild hopes, warm fancies, fervent fiuth, 
fond love, — 

They were I 
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We too, we too must fall; 
A few brief years to labour and to bear ; — 
Then comes the sexton, and the old trite tale, 
" We were 1" 

(Mat si, 18S9.) 



LINES. 



8XNT IN THANKS FOB A BOTTLE OF Y£BY FINB 
OLD BBAKDT. WBITTEN FOB LADY . 

Spibits there were, in olden time. 

Which wrought all sorts of wondrous things 
(As we are told in prose and rhyme) 

With wands and potions, lamps and rings ; 
I know not, Lady fair, — do you ? — 
Whether those tales be false or true. 

But in our day — our dismal day 
Of sadder song and soberer mirth, 

If any spirits ever play 
Upon the faded fields of earth. 

Whose magic. Lady fair, can fling 

O'er winter^s frosts the flowers of spring,— 



358 CHILDHOOD AND HIS Y1SIT0B8. 

If any spirits haunt onr Isle 

Whose power can make old age look gaj, 
Revive the tone, relume the smile, 

And chase threescore of years away, — 
Such spirits, Lady fair, must be 
Like those your kindness sends to me 1 

(Mat 2, 1829.) 
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Onok on a time, when sunny May 

Was kissing up the April showers, 
I saw fair Childhood hard at play 

Upon a bank of blushing flowers : 
Happy — he knew not whence or how, — 

And smiling, — who could choose but love him? 
For not more glad than Childhood's brow 

Was the blue heaven that beamed above him. 



Old Time, in most appalling wrath. 
That valley's green repose invaded ; 

The brooks grew dry upon his path. 
The birds were mute, the lilies faded^ 
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Bat Tbno 80 swiftly winged his flii^t) 
Ll baste a Grecian tomb to l>atter, 

Tliait OhUdhood watohed his p^ier kite, 
And knew just nothing of the matter. 

m. 
With corling lip and glandng eye, 

GoOt gaaed upon the scene a minute ; 
Bnt Ohildhood's glance of pnrity 

Had sach a holy spell within it. 
That the dark demon to the air 

Spread forth again his baffled pinion. 
And hid his envy and despair, 

Self-tortored, in his own dominion. 

XT. 

Then stepped a gloomy phantom up, 

Pde, cypress-crowned, Night's awfdl daughter, 
And prodfisred hhn a fearfbl cap, 

Fun to the brim of bitter water: 
Poor Childhood bade her tell her name; 

And when the beldame mattered — ** Sorrow,'' 
He said,— ^ Bon^ interrupt my game ; 

111 taste it, if I must, to-morrow." 

V. 

The Muse of Findi^ thither came. 
And wooed him with the softest numbers 

That ever scattered weslth and fiune 
Upon a yottthftd poet^s slumbers. 
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Thongh sweet the masio of the lay, 
To Childhood it was all a riddle, 

And " Oh," he cried, *' do send awajr 
Thataoisy woman with the fiddle I" 

VI. 

Then Wisdom stole his hat and hall, 

And tanght him, with most sage endeavour, 
Why huhhles rise, and acorns fall. 

And why no toy may last forever : 
She talked of all the wondrous laws 

Which Nature's open hook discloses. 
And Ohildhood, ere she made a panse, 

Was fast asleep among the roses. 



Sleep on, sleep on ! — Oh I manhood's dreams 

Are all of earthly pain or pleasure. 
Of Glory's toils, Ambition's schemes. 

Of cherished love or hoarded treasure : 
But to the couch where Ohildhood lies 

A"'more delicious trance is given, 
Lit up by rays from Seraph-eyes, 

And glimpses of remembered heaven. 

(1829.) 
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CHrLDHOOC'S CRITICISM. 



— , Oir HXB BEPEATHf G THK 

*T*ii*Te only got to turtftoj, w^lnp — 
— er^ Lffld joot hc&d «p, laq^li and liip, 
And ihAia. yon^n sure to tjike^"" 



i FoET o^er hi& tea and toast 

Ooth posed a page of yerao laat winter, 
^anscribed it oil the best Bath post, 

And sent the treasure to a printar, 
io thought it an enchanting thing ; 

And, fancying no one else could doubt it, 
Fent out, as happy as a king, 

To hear what people said about it. 



aeen Fame was driving ont that daj ; 
And, though she scaraclj seemed to kuow him^ 
le bustled up, and tried to mj 
Som^thiiif; abotit hid little x>oeni ; 

inhappy !ip 

'fabling words could faJterf 

fl her noisy whip, 
npoii Sir Walter I 
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m. 
Old Criticism, whose glance observed 

The minstrers blushes and confusion, 
Game up and told him he deserved 

The rack at least for his intrusion : 
The poor jouih stared and strove to speak; 

His tyrant laughed to see him wincing, 
And grumbled out a line of Greek, 

Which Dulness said was quite convincing. 

IV. 

Then stepped a gaunt and wrinkled witch, 

Eight Avarice, from her filthy hovel ; 
And "Rhyme," quoth she, "won't make you 
rich; 

Go home, good youth, and write a novel ! 
Cut up the follies of the age ; 

Sauce them with puns and disquisitions ; 
Let Colbum cook your title-page. 

And I'll insure you six editions." 

v. 
Ambition met him next ; — ^he sighed 

To see those once-loved wreaths of laurel, 
And crept into a bower to hide, 

For he and she had had a quarrel. 
The goddess of the cumbrous crown 

Called after him, in tones of pity, 
** My son, you Ve dropped your wig and gown 1 

And, bless me, how you've torn your Ohitty I" 
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VI. 

•Twas all unheeded or unheard, 

For now he knocked at Beauty's portal ; 
One word from her, one golden word, 

He knew, would make his lays immortal. 
Alas I he elbowed through a throng 

Of danglers, dancers, catgut scrapers, 
And found her twisting up his song 

Into the sweetest candle-papers. 

vn. 
He turned away with sullen looks 

From Beauty, and from Beauty's scorning. 
** To-night," he said, " I'll bum my books ; 

I'll break my harpstrings in the morning." — 
When lo, a laughing Fay drew near ; 

And with soft voice, more soft than Oirce's, 
Bhe whispered in the poet's ear 

The sounds the poet loved — ^his verses 1 

VIII. 

He looked, and listened ; and it seemed 

In Childhood's lips the lines grew sweeter : 
Good lack I till now he had not dreamed 

How bright the thought, how smooth the 
metre. 
Ere the last stanza was begun. 

He managed all his wrath to smother ; 
And when the little Nymph had done. 

Bald, " Thank you. Love ; — I'll write another ! " 
(OoxOBnl,18W.) 
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Tho Goddess, with a scorDfuI totich, 
Unclasped the gaudj, galling fetter ; 

ABd sflid^ — she thonked h.im very much,— 
She liked u wroath of rases better. 



Then Genius snatched his golden lute, 

And told a tale of love and glorj' : 
The crowd around were hushed and mute 

To hear m md and sweet a storj ; 
And Beantf marked the minstrePa cheek, 

So very pale^ — no bust was paler ; 
Towed she could listen for a week \ 

But really — he ihouid oliange his tailor I 

As died the echo of the strings, 

A shadowy Phantom kneeled before her. 
Looked all unutterable things^ 

And swore, to see wm to adore her ; 
He called her veil a cruel cloudy 

Her cheek a rose, her smile a battery : 
She fancied it was Wit that bowed ;— 

Vm almost certain it was flattery, 

TT- 

There was a heldarac finding fault 
With every persion^s every feature ; 

And by tlie sneer^ and by the halt, 
I knew at once the odious creature : 
Vol, r,— 24 
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" You see," qaoth Envy, " I am come 
To bow — M is my bounden duty ; — 

They tell me Beauty is at home ; — 
Imposablet that eanH be Beaul^ T' 



I heard a murmur far and wide 

Of " Lord I how quick the dotard passes I" 
As Time threw down at Beauty's side 

The prettiest of his clocks and glasses ; 
But it was noticed in the throng 

How Beauty marred the maker's cunning ; 
For when she talked, the hands went wrong ; 

And when she smiled, the sands stopped run- 
ning. 



Death, in a doctor's wig and gown, 

Came, arm in arm with Lethe, thither. 
And crowned her with a withered crown. 

And hinted. Beauty too must wither I 
" AvauntI" she cried — "how came he here? 

The frightful fiend! he's my abhorrence !" 
I went and whispered in her ear, 

" He shall not hurt you I — sit to Lawrence I' 

(1829.) 
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HOW AM I LIKE HER? 

•*Tou are very like her."*— JTiM H — S- , 

** Besemblances be^n to strike 
In things exceedingly unlike.^ — MS. Poem, 

i.ow am I like her? — ^for no trace 

Of pain, of passion, or of aught 
That stings or stains, is on her face : 

Ifild eyes, clear forehead, — ne'er was wrought 
A fitter, fairer dwelling-place 

For tranquil joy and holy thought. 

How am I like her? — for the fawn 
Not lighter hounds o'er rock and rill 

Than she, heneath the intruding dawn 
Threading, all mirth, our gay quadrille ; 

Or tripping o'er our level lawn 
To those she loves upon the hill. 

How am I like her? — for the ear 
Thrills with her voice. Its hreezy tone 

Goes forth, as eloquently clear 
As are the lutes at Heaven's high throne ; 

And makes the hearts of those who hear 
As pore and peaceful as her own. 
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i'ow am I like her? — for hor ways 
Are full of bliss. Sho nover knew 

Stem Avarice, nor the thirst of praise 
Insatiable ; — ^Love never threw 

Upon her calm and sonny days 
The venom of his deadly dew. 

How am I like her? — for her arts 
Are blessing. Sorrow owns her thrall; 

She dries the tear-drop as it starts, 
And checks the murmurs as they fall ; 

She is the day-star of our hoarts, 
Oonsoling, guiding, gladdening all. 

How am I like her? — for she steals 
All sympathies. Glad Childhood's play 

Is left for her ; and wild Youth kneels 
Obedient to her gentle sway ; 

And Age beholds her smile, and feels 
December brightening into May. 

How am I like her ? — The rude fir 
Is little like the sweet rose-tree ; — 

Unless, perchance, fair flatterer. 
In this your fabled likeness be, — 

That all who are most dear to her 
Are apt to be most dear to mo. 

(OCTOBBB 10, 1829.) 
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MY LITTLE COUSINS. 

£ vol ridete?— Certo ridiamo. 

Coti/antutU, 

Laugh on, fair consins, for to you 

All life is joyous yet ; 
Your hearts have all things to pursue, 

And nothing to regret ; 
And every flower to you is fair ; 

And every month is May ; 
You've not been introduced to Oare, — 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day 1 

Old Time will fling his clouds, ere long, 

Upon those sunny eyes ; 
The voice whose every Vord is song^ 

Will set itself to sighs ; 
Your quiet slumbers, — hopes and fears 

Will chase their rest away ; 
To-morrow, you'll be shedding tears, — 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day 1 

Oh, yes ; if any truth is found 
In the dull schoolman's theme, — 

If friendship is an empty sound, 
And love an idle dream, — 
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If Mirth, youth's playmate, feels fatigne 
Too soon on life's long way. 

At least he'll run with yon a league, — 
Laugh on, laugh on, to-day I 



Perhaps your eyes may grow more bright 

As childhood's hues depart ; 
You may be lovelier to the sight, 

And dearer to the heart ; 
You may be sinless still, and see 

This earth still green and gay ; 
But what you are you will not be, — 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day I 

O'er me have many winters crept, 

With less of grief than joy ; 
But I have learned, and toiled, and wept,- 

I am no more a boy I 
I've never had the gout, 'tis true; 

My hair is hardly gray ; 
But now I cannot laugh like you, — 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day I 

I used to have as glad a face. 

As shadowless a brow : 
I once could run as blithe a race 

As you are running now ; 
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But never mind how I behave, 

Don't interrupt your play ; 
And though I look so very grave, 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day I 

(M ABCD 8, 1880.) 
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Tub little one — the little one I 

'Tis a fearful thing and strange, 
That the silent seasons as they run 

Should work such mighty change I 
The lips that cannot lisp my name 

May rule the stern debate ; 
And the hands too weak for childhood's game 

Sport with the falchion's weight 1 

The beauteous one — the beauteous one I 

In the wide world, I wis. 
There's many a beauteous thing, but none 

Of beauty like to this. 
In youth and age, earth's sinful leaven 

Where'er we go we trace ; 
But there is only peace and Heaven 

In the smile of an infant's face. 
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The merry one — ^the merry one I 

He is all wit and whim ; 
Oor life has nanght hut a cloudless sun 

And a waveless sea for him. 
He knows not Sorrow's thorny path, 

Nor Pleasure's flowery snare, 
Nor heeds the hitter glance of wrath, 

Nor the haggard cheek of Oare. 

The cherished one — the cherished one I 

A mystery is the love 
Of parents for their infant son ; 

It cometh from ahove. 
He is all music to their ear, 

All glory to their sight ; 
By day he is their hope and fear, 

Their thought and dream hy night. 

The guiltless one— the guiltless one I i?V 

How hlest the earth would he, 
If her best and holiest men had done 

No more of wrong than he I 
If the blot of sin and the doom of pain 

On the baby's brow Ke set, — 
O brother I — who shall see the stain, 

Or read the sentence yet? 

asaa) 
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s baes of life are fading from her wan and 

wasted cheek ; 
.er voice is as an infantas voice, a whisper faint 

and weak ; 
*at still we look and listen, for onr hearts have 

never known 
Qch sweetness in a countenance, such softness 

in a tone. 

he is passing from the world, from the weary 
world away, 

From the sorrows that afflict us, from the pleas- 
ures that betray ; 

And another Home — a fairer Home— is opened 
to her sight, 

Where the summer shines forever, where the 
roses know no blight. 

I know that we shall miss her, in the evening 
• and the dawn. 

In our converse round the fireside, in our walk 
upon the lawn ; 

I know that we shall miss her, in our mirth and 
in our care. 

In the breaking of our bread, and in the breath- 
ing of our prayer. 
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And not the ring or brooch alone, bnt whatsoe'er 

we see, 
The river and the green hill-side, the cottage 

and the tree, 
Will bring her image back to us ; there is not m 

our heart 
A single hope — a single fear— in which she has 

no part. 

Yet weep not, if you love her, that her tedious 

toil is done ; 
Oh, weep not, if you love her, that her holy rest 

is won I 
There should be gladness in your thought and 

smiles upon your brow, 
For will she not be happy thenf^is she not 

happy now ? 

And we will learn to talk of her; — and after 

many years 
The tears which we shall shed for her will not 

be bitter tears, 
When we shall tell each other, with a fond and 

thankful pride, 
In what purity she lived, and in what peaceful- 

ness she died. 

(Mat 26, 1880.) 
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A FRAGMENT. 

uv fhou e^er watched and wept beade the bed 
II wMdh some dying fkiend reposed lus head, — 
me loTed and reyerenoed Mend, from whom 

th J yonth 
Mrned its first dream of happiness and tmth ? 
lien those hatrMing eyes were dosed on earth, 
n its Tain mourning, and its yuner mirth, 
lien tiie strong spirit in the painful strife 
Iready seemed to live its after-life, 
/iewing the homes which are prepared above 
With firmer knowledge and with fonder love, — 
Oh then, with what sad revereuce didst thou 

dwell 
On ereiy word that flrom those wan lips fell I 
How didst thou consecrate with grateful care 
The hidf-told message and the half-breathed 

prayer! 
And, when the soul was trembling to depart. 
How was the look engraven on thy heart 
Which tnmed to seek thee, ere the spirit passed, 
And mdled a blesnng on thee at the last! 

am) 
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HOPE AND LDVE. 



One day through Fancy's telescope, 

Which is my richest treasure, 
I saw, dear Susan, Love and Hope 

Set out in search of Pleasure : 
All mirth and smiles I saw them go; 

Each was the other's hanker; 
For Hope took up her hrother's how, 

And Love, his sister's anchor. 



They rambled on o'er vale and hill, 

They passed by cot and tower ; 
Through summer's glow and winter's chill, 

Through sunshine and through shower : 
But what did those fond playmates care 

For climate or for weather ? 
All scenes to them were bright and fair. 

On which they gazed together. 



Sometimes they turned aside to bless 
Some Muse and her wild numbers, 

Or breathe a dream of holiness 
On Beauty's quiet slumbers : 
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^^Tlj on," said Wisdom, with cold sneers; 

" I teach my friends to doubt you :" 
**Oome back," said Age, with bitter tears; 

"My heart is cold without you." 

IV. 

When Poverty beset their path. 

And threatened to divide them. 
They coaxed away the beldame's wrath 

Ere she had breath to chide them, 
By vowing all her rags were silk, 

And all her bitters, honey. 
And showing taste for bread and milk, 

And utter scorn for money. 

V. 

They met stern Danger in their way. 

Upon a ruin seated ; 
Before him kings had quaked that day, 

And armies had retreated ; 
Bat he was robed in such a cloud. 

As Love and Hope came near him, 
That though he thundered long and loud, 

They did not see or hear him. 

VI. 

A gray-beard Joined them. Time by name ; 

And Love was nearly crazy 
To find that he was very lame. 

And also very lazy : 
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Hope, as be listened to her tale, 

Tied wings upon his jacket ; 
And then they far outran the mail, 

And far outsdled the packet. 

vn. 

And so, when they had safely paseed 

0*er many a land and billow, 
Before a grave they stopped at last, 

Beneath a weeping willow : 
The moon upon the bumble mound 

Her softest light was flinging; 
And from the thickets all around 

Sad nightingales were singing. 

vm. 
"I leave you here," quoth Father Time, 

As hoarse as any raven ; 
And Love kneeled down to sp.ell the rhyme. 

Upon the rude stone graven : 
But Hope looked onward, calmly brave. 

And whispered, " Dearest brother. 
We're parted on this side the grave, — 

We'll meet upon the other." 

(1880.) 
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MY LrrrLE cousins, 

E vat rf det6 1— Oertu rtdkiiKk 

Lj^ttoh OB, fair consinsj for to you 

All life is joyous yet ; 
Your hejirta have all things to pursiie^ 

And notbini^ to regret ; 
And every flower to yon Is fair ; 

And every montli is May ; 
Yon- ve not been introduced to Cure, — 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day 1 

Old Time will fling hla cloudB^ ere long, 
Upon tliose sunny eyes ; 

The voice whose every Vord is BODg^ 
■ Will set iti^elf to &lgh& ; 
H Your quiet lumbers,— hopes and fears 
^ft Will chase their rest away * 
^■To-iuorroW| you'll be shedding tearaf— 
^m Laugh on, laugh on, to-day 1 

Oh^ yes ; if any truth is found 
In the dull schoolmanL's theme, — 

If friendship is an empty sound. 
And love an idle dream,- 
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But the arrowy sleet of the iron shower 

Beats on these stubhom walls in vain.*' 
** Oh, no," said she ; " there is blood on the key; 
War shall not open a lock for me I" 

rr. 
" Come hither," swd Love, " to my rosy dell, 

Where nothing of grief pr care has birth; 
Rest in my bower, where sweet dreams dwell. 

Making a heaven — a heaven of earth." 
"Oh, no," said she; "at this trysting-tree 
Love is too happy to think of me 1" 



And she lifted at last the humble latch, 
And entered in at a lowly door ; 

For Charity there had spread the thatch 
O'er the peaceful roof of the sick and poor. 

And "Here," said she, "my rest shall be; 

Here is a home and a theme for me." 

(AiTGirsT 7, 1880.) 
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3ut never mind !iow I beliave^ 
]>5n*t interrupt your play ; 

And though I look ao very grave, 
Laugh 0H| laugh on, to-day I 
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fus little one — the little one I 
M^ ^Tia EL fearful thing and strati ge, 
^^Jiat the Bjlent seasons as they run 
Should work such mighty change [ 
The lips that cannot lisp my name 

Mtiy rule the steni debate ; 
And the hands too weuk fur cirddhoocrs gatna 
BfMf rt witJi the falchion^s weight 1 

He beauteous one — the beauteous one 1 
^In llie wide world, I wi^ 
be^e^V many a l»eauteous things but none 
fiuty like to tliii^. 
and iige, earth's sinful leaven 
Tyr vv*3 go we trace ; 
j*e ii only peace and Heaven 
dile of an infunt^a face. 
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Ye listen to the fall 
Of gate, and tower, and wall ; 
Sisters, the time is come ! — alas, it is no dream 



IT. 

Through hall, and court, and porch. 

Glides on the pitiless torch ; 
The swift avengers faint not in their toil : 

Vain now the matron's sighs, 

Vain now the infant's cries ; — 
Look, sisters, look I who leads them to the spoil 



Not Pyrrhus, though bis hand 

Is on his father's brand ; 
Not the fell framer of the accursed Steed; 

Not Nestor's hoary head, 

Nor Teucer's rapid tread, 
Nor the fierce wrath of impious Diomede. 

VI. 

Visions of deeper fear 

To-night are warring here J — 
I know them, sisters, the mysterious Three: 

Minerva's lightning frown, 

And Juno's golden crown, 
And him, the mighty Ruler of the souiiding se 
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riiB baes of lif« are fading from her wan and 

wasted cheek; 
ler voice is as an infant's yoicej a whisper faial 

and weak ; 
3nt still we look and listen^ for onr hearts haytt 

never known 
ach sweetness in a conntenancei^ suuh softnesi 

in a tone. 
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b§ is passing from the world, from the wearj 

world away, 
om the sorrows that nfflict us, from the pleas- 
ures thftt betray ; 
I another Home — a fiwrer Home — is opened 
to her sight, 
J^ Where the enmmer shines forever, where the 
w roses know no hliglit* 

-. I kna%^ that we shall miss her, in the evening 

, • and the dawn, 

fc'ln oup converse round the fireside^ in our walk 
^. npon the lawn ; 

■■f Inow that we shall misa her, in our mirth ftnd 
^H^ in our care^ 

^H \ breaking of our hread^ and iu the breath- 
^^^^nl^ of our prayer. 



I 
I 



^^ "^ ^ L tto^^ A^ for T«^ 



Co 



^teft^ 



,tbe 






Tb^" ~ .vo^me. 



\)ittet " 

,,,^ -Fates ca»- 



Sm NICHOLAS AT KABSTON MOOB« 385 



SIR NICHOLAS AT MARSTON MOOR. 

To horse, to horse, Sir Nicholas! the clarion's 
note is high ; 

To horse, to horse, Sir Nicholas I the huge drum 
makes reply : 

Ere this hath Lucas marched with his gallant 
cavaliers. 

And the hray of Rupert's trumpets grows faint- 
er on our ears. 

To horse, to horse. Sir Nicholas ! White Guy is 
at the door. 

And the vulture whets his heak o'er the field of 
Marston Moor. 

Up rose the Lady Alice from her brief and bro- 
ken prayer. 

And she brought a silken standard down the 
narrow turret-stair. 

Oh, many were the tears that those radiant eyes 
had shed, 

As she worked the bright word " Glory" in the 
gay and glancing thread ; 

And mournful was the smile that o'er those 
beauteous features ran. 

As she said, ^^ It is your lady's gift, unfurl it in 
the van." 



386 6lB NICHOLAS AT 1LAB8T0N MOOB. 

'^ It shall flutter, noble wench, where the best 

^ and boldest ride, 
Through the steel-clad files of Skippon and llie 

black dragoons of Pride ; 
The recreant ftul of Fairfax will feel a sicklier 

qualm, 
And the rebel lips of Oliver give ont a louder 

psalm, 
When they see my lady's gewgaw flaunt bravely 

on their wing. 
And hear her loyal soldiers' shout, for God and 

for the King!"— 

Tis noon ; the ranks are broken along the royal 

line; 
They fly, the braggarts of the Court, the bullies 

of the Rhine : 
Stout Langley's cheer is heard no more, and 

Astley's helm is down, 
And Rupert sheathes his rapier with a curse and 

with a frown ; 
And cold Newcastle mutters, as he follows in 

the flight, 
"The German boar had better far have supped 

in York to-night." 

The Knight is all alone, his steel cap cleft in 

twain, 
His good buff jerkin crimsoned o'er with many 

a gory stain ; 
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Btill he waves the standard, and cries, amid 
the rout — 
or Chorch and King, fair gentlemen, spur on 
and fight it out!" 
nd now he wards a Ronndhead^s pike, and 

now he hums a stave, 
nd here he quotes a stage-play, and there he 
fells a knave. 

€k>od speed to thee, Sir Nicholas! thou hast no 

thought of fear ; 
Crood speed to thee, Sir Nicholas! but fearful 

odds are here. 
The traitors ring thee round, and with every 

blow and thrust, 
"Down, down," they cry, "with Belial, down 

with him to the dust!" 
"I would," quoth grim old Oliver, "that Belial's 

trusty sword 
Tlib day were doing battle for the Saints and 

for the Lord!" 

The Lady Alice sits with her maidens in her 

bower ; 
The gray-haired warden watches on the castle's 

highest tower. — 
**What news, what news, old Anthony?" — 

" The field is lost and won ; 



888 am Nicholas at mabston moor. 

The ranks of war are melting as the mists 

beneath the son ; 
And a wounded man speeds hither, — ^I am old 

and cannot see, 
Or snre I am that sturdy step my master^s step 

should be." — 



'' I bring thee back the standard, from as rude 

and rough a fray 
As e'er was proof of soldier's thews, or theme 

for minstrel's lay. 
Bid Hubert fetch the silver bowl, and liquor 

qiutntum wff, ; 
I'll make a shift to drain it, ere I part with boot 

and buff; 
Though Guy through many a gaping wound is 

breathing out his life, 
And I come to thee a landless man, my fond 

and faithful wife I 

" Sweet, we will fill our money-bags, and freight 

a ship for France, 
And mourn in merry Paris for this poor realm's 

mischance ; 
Or, if the worst betide me, why, better axe or 

rope, 
Tlian life with Lenthal for a king, and Peters 

for a pope t 
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ifl, alas, my gallant Guy I— -out on the crop- 
eared boor, 
lat sent me with my standard on foot from 
Marston Moorl" 

[1880.) 



THE COVENANTER'S LAMENT FOR 
BOTHWELL BRIGG. 

Thb men of sin prevail I 
Once more the prince of this world lifts his horn : 
Judah is scattered as the chaff is home 

Before the stormy gale. 

Where are our brethren ? where 
The good and true, the terrible and fleet? 
They whom we loved, with whom we sat at meat, 

With whom we kneeled in prayer ? 

Mangled and marred they lie, 
Upon the bloody pillow of their rest : 
8tem Dalzell smiles, and Clavers with a Jest 

Spurs his fierce charger by. 
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So let our foes rejoice ; — 
We to the Lord, who hears their impious boasts, 
Will call for comfort ; to the God of Hosts 

We will lift up our voice. 

Give ear unto our song; 
For we are wandering o'er our native land, 
As sheep that have no shepherd ; and the hand 

Of wicked men is strong. 

Only to Thee we bow. 
Our lips have drained the fury of Thy cup; 
And the deep murmurs of our hearts go up 

To Heaven for vengeance now. 

Avenge, — oh, not our years 
Of pain and wrong; the blood of martyrs shed; 
The ashes heaped upon the hoary head ; 

The maiden's silent tears ; 

The babe's broad torn away ; 
The harvest blasted by the war-steed's hoof; 
The red flame wreathing o'er the cottage roof; 

Judge not for these to-day 1 

Is not Thine own dread rod 
Mocked by the proud. Thy holy Book disdained, 
Thy name blasphemed, Thy temple courts pro- 
faned? 

Avenge Thyself, O God I 
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Break Pharaoh's iron crown ; 
Bind with new chains their nobles and their 

kings; 
Wash from Thine house the blood of unclean 
things ; 
And hurl their Dagon down ! 

Come in ThiAe own good time I 
We will abide : we have not turned from Thee ; 
Though in a world of grief our portion be, 

Of bitter grief and crime. 

Be Thou our guard and guide I 
Forth from the spoiler's synagogue we go, 
That we may worship where the torrents flow, 

And where the whirlwinds ride. 

From lonely rocks and caves 
We will pour forth our sacrifice of prayer. — 
On, brethren, to the mountains ! Seek we there 

Safe temples, quiet graves I 

(1880.) 
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STANZAS, 

WBITTEN T7KDBB A PIOTUSB OF KINa^S OOLLEOB 
CHAPEL, CAMBBID6E. 

XXTKAOTKD ntOM AS ALBUM IN DXTOKBHIXlb 

Most beantifnl I — ^I gaze and gaze 

In silence on the glorious pile; 
And the glad thoughts of other days 

Oome thronging hack the while. 
To roe dim Memory makes more dear 

The perfect grandeur of the shrine; 
But if I stood a stranger here, 

The*ground were still divine. 

Some awe the good and wise have felt, 

As reverently their feet have trod 
On any spot where man hath knelt, 

To commune with his God ; 
By sacred spring or haunted well, 

Beneath the ruined temple's gloom, 
Beside the feeble hermit's cell, 

Or the false prophet's tomb. 

But when was high devotion graced 
With lovelier dwelling, loftier throne. 

Than here the limner's art hath traced 
From the time-honoured stone ? 
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The Spirit here of Worship seems 
To hold the soul in willing thrall^ 

And heavenward hopes and holy dreams 
Gome at her voiceless call ; — 

At midnight, when the lonely moon 

Looks from a vapour's silvery fold ; 
At morning, when the sun of June 

Crests the high towers with gold; 
For every change of hour and form 

Makes that fair scene more deeply fair ; 
And dnsk and daybreak, calm and storm, 

Are all religion there. 



LINES 
rjoTTEir FOB A blanb: page of ^*the xebpsakeJ 

Ladt, there's fragrance in your sighs, 

And sunlight in your glances ; 
I never saw such lips and eyes 

In pictures or romances; 
And Love will readily suppose. 

To make yon quite enslaving. 
That you have taste for verse and prose, 

Hot pressed, and line engraving. 
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Jell think of nothing, night and daj. 

Bat place, and the gazette:" 
No matter what the people say, — 

You won't helieve them yet 

'* He filled an album, long ago, 

With snch delicious rhymes; 
Now we shall only see, you know. 

His speeches in the ^ Times;' 
And liquid tone and beaming brow. 

Bright eyes and locks of jet, 
He'll care for no such nonsense now :" — 

Oh I don't believe them yet I 

" I vow he's turned a Goth, a Hun, 

By that disgusting Bill ; 
He'll never make another pun ; 

He's danced his last quadrille. 
We shall not see him flirt again 

With any fair coquette ; 
He'll never laugh at Drury Lane." — 

Psha I — don't believe them yet. 

^* Last week I heard his unde boast 

He's sure to have the seals ; 
I read it in the * Morning Post' 

That he has dined at Peel's; 
You'll never see him any more, 

He'» in a different set \ 
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He cannot eat at half-past four :**-— 
No? — don't believe them yet. 

*^In short, he'll soon be false and cold, 

And infinitely wise ; 
He'll grow next year extremely old, 

He'll tell enormons lies ; 
He'll learn to flatter and forsake, 

To feign and to forget :" — 
Oh, whisper — or my heart will break-^ 

You won't believe them yet I 

asao.) 
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lie these gay pages there is food 
For every mind, and every mood, 

Fair Lady, if you dare to spell them : 
Now merriment, now grief prevails ; 
But yet the best of all the tales 

Is of the young group met to tell them. 
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n. 
ih,'was it not a pleasant thonght, 
'o set the pestilence at naught, 
Ohatting among sweet streams and flowers ; 
tf jealous husbands, fickle wives, 
tf all the tricks which Love contrives, 
To see through veils, and talk through tow- 
ers? 

m. 
Ladj, they say the fearful guest. 
Onward, still onward, to the west, 

Poised on his sulphurous wings, advances ; 
"Who, on the frozen river's banks. 
Has thinned the Russian despot^s ranks. 

And marred the might of Warsaw's lances. 

IV. 

Another year — a brief, brief year 1 
And lo I the fell destroyer here, 

He comes with all his gloomy terrors ; 
Then Guilt will read the properest books. 
And Folly wear the soberest looks. 

And Virtue shudder at her errors. 

V. 

And there'll be sermons in the street ; 
And every friend and foe we meet 

Will wear the dismal garb of sorrow ; 

Vol. 1.-26 
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And quacks will send Uieir lies abpnt, 
And weary Halford will find out 
He must have fonr new bays to-morrow. 



TI. 

But yon shall fly from these dark ngns, 
As ^d those happy Florentines, 

Ere from your cheek one rose is faded ; 
And hide yonr youth and loveliness 
In some bright garden's green recess, 

By walls fenced roimd, by huge trees shaded : 

m. 
There brooks shall dance in light along, 
And birds shall trill their constant song 

Of pleasure, from their leafy dwelling ; 
You shall have music, novels, toys ; 
But still the chiefest of your joys 

Must be, fair Lady, story-telling. 



Be cautious how you choose your men ; 
Don't look for people of the pen. 

Scholars who read, or write the papers ; 
Don't think of wits, who talk to dine, 
Who drink their patron's newest wine. 

And cure their patron's newest vapours. 
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jvoid all youths who toil for praiae 

k qooting Liston's last new plirftSMi ; 

|0i" Sigh to leave high fame behind them; 

pv swallowing sword s^ or dancing jigi, 

|tr imitating ducks and pigs ; 

I Take men of seasiSj— if joq can find them. 



Live, laugh, tell stories ; ere they're told, 
New tliemea succeed npon the old ; 

Hew follies come, new faults^ new fashions ; 
An hour, a minute, will supply 
To Thought a folio history 

Of blighted hopei, and thwarted passions. 



Xing Deathf when he haa snatched awaj 
Drunkards from brandy, Bukea from play, 

And Cominon-conntiilmen from turtle, 
Shall break his dart in Groavenor Square, 
And mutter, in his Berce despair, 

** Why, what's become of Lady Myrtle f '* 

am.) 
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'^I bring thee a sceptre I wake and gaze 

On the 83nnbol of high command: 
Agnation's love, in after-days, 

Shall trust it to thy hand, 
. When from thy home thou shalt depart 

And go o'er the bounding wave 

. To be the Bride of a Monarch's heart, 

The Queen of the free and brave. 

** I bring thee a Book — a holy Book : 

In all thy grief and mirth 
It is a spell to bid thee look 

Still up to Heaven from earth, 
And turn to Him who alone forgives 

With a firm and faithful trust, 
And live the life which virtue lives. 

And die as die the just I" 

I need not whisper to your thought 
For what fair child those gifts were wrought, 
Nor tell how true our English eyes 
Have found the Fairy's prophecies. 
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LINES 

WJUlTJUl IN AN AXBT7H, THB GIFT OF QUlEff 
ADELAIDE TO LADT ICATO. 

A BEAXJTIFT7L and boonteons Fay 
Beside a cradle sang one day ; 
The mother heard not, but the child 
In her glad dream looked np and smOed. 

" I bring thee a rpse — ^a rose for thee, 

The sweetest of my bower ; 
It is a token thon shalt be 

As lovely and loved a flower : 
Thou too shalt brightly bloom, and wear 

In future years, as now. 
Deep beauty in thy sunny hair, 

Blue eyes, and tranquil brow. 

" I bring thee a lute — ^an ivory lute ; 

I bring it for a sign 
That Wit shall sue with an anxious suit 

For a look or a word of thine. 
Grave Science at thy feet shall lay 

Whate'er the wise have known. 
And Music charm thy cares away 

With her most delicious tone. 
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bring thee a sceptre I wake and gaze 
On the 83nnbol of high command: 
/nation's love, in after-days, 
Shall tmst it to thy hand, 
When from thy home thou shalt depart 

And go o'er the bounding wave 
To be the Bride of a Monarch's heart, 
The Queen of the free and brave. 

•* I bring thee a Book — a holy Book : 

In all thy grief and mirth 
It is a spell to bid thee look 

Still up to Heaven from earth. 
And turn to Him who alone forgives 

With a firm and fedthful trust. 
And live the life which virtue lives. 

And die as die the just I" 

I need not whisper to your thought 
For what fair child those gifts were wrought, 
Kor tell how true our English eyes 
Have found the Fairy's prophecies. 

(M8L) 



403 UNE8 IN AN XLBUlff^ 



LINES 

WBITTEW nr THE SAME, TJKDBB A PICTXTBE OF THE 
DUOAL PALAOE AT HESSE HOMBTTBO, THE BE8I- 
DENCE OF THE PBINCESS ELIZABETH, DAUGHTEB 
OF GEOBGE HI. 

It is a joyous land, I guess ; 

The sun shines hright, the hreeze roves free; 
And Nature flings her fairest dress 

On humhle herh and lofty tree ; 
But thou wilt think in those far bowers, 

With half a smile, and half a sigh, 
Thy childhood wreathed as fragrant flowers, 

And laughed beneath as warm a sky. 

And proudly o'er those poplars tall 

And tapering firs the Palace gleams ; 
But ah I the time-worn Castle's wall 

Is still remembered in thy dreams ; 
And that broad Terrace still is dear. 

Where, when the star of day went down, 
Thy good old Sire went forth to hear 

Rich blessings, richer than his crown. 

And other friends- are round thee now 
Than those that shared thine early mirth ; 



LIH£a OmEE A TORTRATT* 



4:03 



thou hast newer alaves to bow, 
id foreign lutes to hpnn thj worthy 
ythou wilt never quite forget 
/hftt hero, where first thy praise wsa beiird, 
if virtues are recorded yet^ 
Thy name ia jet a liousehold word. 

And if thon ne^er mayst see again 

The wliit^ cliftii of thy fatherland, 
And if he Dce forth we seek in vain 

Thy cheering smile and bounteous hand^ — 
ThuQ wilt he what thou wast and art^ 

Wherever thy bark may chance to roam { 
And thon wilt keep thine English hearty 

And thou wilt love tliine English home T 



LINES 

WaiTTEJf rsUlSB A rOnTKAlT OP LOnD IfATO^ 
DEAWir fit THE QUBBF« 

A cotTRTiBB of the nobler sort, 

A ChristiiLu of the purer scihool ; — 
Tory, when Whigs are great at Oonrt^ 
^_ And Frot^sLaat, wli^a l*np\%l4 T^ciX^a^V 



Frompt to support tbe MonnrcL^s crowD, 
Ai prompt to dry tlie poor man's tears; 

Yet fearing not the Premieres frown, 
And acekini^ m>t the rfLbble^B dhaer&; 

Still ready, — favoured or disgraced, — 
To do the riglit, to speak the tnie; — 

The Artiat who these features traced 
A better Subject never knew I 



LINES 



WBITTKF TJISHEB A VntW OF BHBSTED LQDOlf 
BOGNOBp 

If e'er again my wayward fate 
Should bring me, Lady, to yonr gate, 
Tbe trees and flowers might seem as fair 
As in remembered days they Were ; 
But should I in their loved hannts find 
The friends that were so bright and kind 

My heart would seek with Ywn regret 
Some tones and looks it dreams of yet; 
I could not follow through the dance 
The heroine of my first romance; 
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Lt his own board I conld not see 
.lie kind old man that welcomed me. 

When round the grape^s rich juices pass, 
Sir William does not drain his glass; 
When music charms the listening throng, 
** Fetcator^^ is not the song; 
Queen Mab is ageing very fast. 
And Goelebs has a wife at last. 

I too am changed, as others are ; 

I'm graver, wiser, sadder far: 

I study reasons more than rh3rme8, 

And leave my Petrarch for the "Times," 

And turn from Laura's auburn locks 

To ask my friend the price of stocks. 

A wondrous song does Memory sing, 
A merry — ^yet a mournful thing ; 
When thirteen years have fleeted by, 
'Twere hard to say if you or I 
Would gain or lose in smiles or tears, — 
By just forgetting thirteen years. 
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LATIN HYMN TO THE VIRGIN. 



YiBOiN Mother, thou hast known 
Joy and sorrow like my own ; 
In thy arms the bright Babe lay, 
As my own in mine to-day ; 

So He wept and so He smiled ; 

Ave Mary I gnard my child I 

IL 

From the pains and perils spread 
Round about our path and bed. 
Fierce desires, ambitions schemes. 
Moody doubts, fantastic dreams. 
Pleasures idle, passions wild, 
Ave Mary I guard my child 1 

ni. 
Make him whatsoe'er may be 
Dearest to the saints and thee ; 
Tell him, from the throne above, 
What to loathe and what to love ; 
To be true and just and mild, 
Ay« Mary I teach my child I 
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IV. 

By the wondrous mercy won 
For the world by thy blest Son, 
By the rest His labours wrought, 
By the bliss His tortures bought, 

By the Heaven He reconciled, 

Ave Mary I bless my child I 



If about his after fate 

Sin and sorrow darkly wait. 

Take him rather to thine arms 

From the world and the world's harms ; 

Thus unscathed, thus undefiled, 

Ave Mary I take my child I 



THE SABBATH. 



Fob whom was the Sabbath made f- 
It brings repose and rest ; 

It hushes Study's aching head. 
Ambition's anxious breast : 

The slave that digs the mine. 
The serf that ploughs the soil, 



t@s 
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Xt is to* *" 
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THE NEWLY-WEDDED. 



Now the rite is duly done ; 

Now the word is spoken ; 
And the spell has made ns one 

Which may ne'er he broken : 
Best we, dearest, in our home, — 

Roam we o'er the heather, — 
We shall rest, and we shall roam, 

Shall we not? together. 

n. 
From this hour the summer rose 

Sweeter breathes to charm us ; 
From this hour the winter snows 

Lighter fall to harm us : 
Fair or foul — on land or sea — 

Come the wind or weather. 
Best and worst, whatever they be, 

We shall share together. 



Death, who friend from friend can part, 

Brother rend from brother. 
Shall but link us, heart and heart, 

Closer to each other: 



410 TO HELEN. 

"We will call his anger play, 
Deem his dart a feather, 

When we meet him on onr way 
Hand in hand together. 

a88&) 



TO HELEN. 



WBITTEN m THE FIEST LEAF OF KEBLE^S " CHBIS- 
TIAN TEAR," A BIRTHDAY PRESENT. 

My Helen, for its golden fraught 

Of prayer and praise, of dream and thought, 

Where Poesy finds fitting voice 

For all who hope, fear, grieve, rejoice, 

Long have I loved, and studied long, 

The pious minstrel's varied song. 

Whence is the volume dearer now ? 
There gleams a smile upon your hrow, 
Wherein, methinks, I read how well 
You guess the reason, ere I tell, 
Which makes to me the simple rhymes 
More prized, more conned, a hundred times. 
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iSre vanished quite the dread and doubt 

Iffeotion ne'er was born without, 
round we not here a magio key 
Opening thy secret soul to me ? 
Found we not here a mystic sign 
Interpreting thy heart to mine ? 

What sympathies up-springing fast 
Through all the future, all the past, 
In tenderest links began to bind 
Spirit to spirit, mind to mind. 
As we, together wandering o'er 
The little volume's precious store, — 

Mused, with alternate smile and tear. 
On the high themes awakened here 
Of fervent hope, of calm belief, 
0{ cheering joy, of chastening grief; 
The trials borne, the sins forgiven. 
The task on earth, the meed in heaven I 

My Own I oh, surely from above 
Was shed that confidence of love. 
Which, in such happy moments nursed 
When soul with soul had converse first, 
Now through the snares and storms of life 
Blesses the husband and the wife ! 

(FUXVAET 1% 188d.) 
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TO HELEN. 

"When some grim sorceress, whose skill 
Had bound a sprite to work her will, 
In mirth or malice chose to ask 
Of the faint slave the hardest task, — 

She sent him forth to gather up 
Great Granges in an acorn-cap, 
Or heaven^s unnumbered stars to bring 
In compass of a signet-ring. 

Thus Helen bids her poet write 
The thanks he owes this morning^s light; 
And " Give me," — so he hears her say,— 
" Four verses, only four, to-day." 

Dearest and best ! she knows, if Wit 
Could ever half Love's debt acquit. 
Each of her tones and of her looks 
Would have its four, not lines, but books. 

(HoirsB or Commoks, 
Jaly T, 188a) 
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SKETCH OP A YOUNG LADY 

IfelliiidDi if I, to-morrow, 

I mMSige, Just for half Aaltoiav 
Kr JoiAma's bm^ to bormw^- . 
^ialpttaliicapti^ i 

QfiOltlieBtijrrbdgwimi . 
ruiiidi Thne, wbfle yet they all are new, 
llltliifteww adil refiiaoeB. 

Vd pain^ wkx cyid, your ctoep-hlneT^ea, 

Ifieir ^Mdk and earaeit flashes ; 
Ti paint the frbige that round th^nn lies, 

The firinge of long dark lashes;* - 
Fd draw idthinort fastidions oare: 

One eyebrow^ Ihen the otiber, 
And that ftir forehead, broAd and &ir. 

The Ibreh^iMS of ymtmiother. 

Fd oft Am^ ^e dimfded eheek 
Where heallhr In iottshhie dasees ; 

Awl oft the {NMittttf 11^ wh#rs ^is^ 
A ^hcHttiMf tidaeliii JIbm^I 



414 8SZICH OF A TOirXG LABT. 

And the soft ned^ would keep me long; 

The necky more smooth and snowy 
Than erer jet in schoolboj*s song 

Had Caroline or Chloe. 

Kor less on those twin roonded arms 

Mj new-foond skill would linger, 
Nor leas npcm the rosy charms 

Of erery tiny finger ; 
Kor slight the small ieet, little one. 

So prematnrriy clever 
That, thoogh they neither walk nor ran, 

I think they^d jomp foreTer. 



Bat then yonr odd «idearing ^ 

What study e'er could catch them ? 
Yonr aimless gestures, endless plays — 

What canvas e'er could match them t 
Your lively leap of merriment, 

Your murmur of petition, 
Your serious silence of content, 

Your laugh of rew^nition. 

Here were a puzzling toil, indeed. 
For Art's most fine creations ! — 

Grow on, sweet baby ; we wiD need. 
To note your transformations, 

No picture of your form or face^ 
Your waking or your sleeping^ 
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lut that which Love shall daily trace, 

And trust to Memory^s keeping, 

lereafter, when revolving years 

Have made you tall and twenty, 
And brought you blended hopes and fears. 

And sighs and slaves in plenty, 
May those who watch our little saint 

Among her tasks and duties, 
Feel all her virtues hard to paint. 

As now we deem her beauties. 

(October 10, 1888.) 



SONNET 

TO B. 0. HILDTABD. 

Phofit and praise attend you, wheresoe'er 
You charm the country, or amace the town, 
With flow of argument, and flow of gown I 

I will not here forget you ; but will spare, 

Amidst my tranquil joys, a wish and prayer 
That you may win quick riches, high renown,— 
Hereafter, better gifts-^more like my own I 

O kindest found, when kindness was most rare t 



6 

hen I recaH m» Agli al-iU^ wd iw Z 

In whichdfM:J«iM4Bdldi^HUte 
>r the sweet hour whcii first iip<m my ear 

Broke the tim^tKj^-liltkri^cliaft, ! 
The memoiry ixi jam MauM^ JMnd iteft^ 

Among sncii iwniuoiiiM griitAiH.€iil#iMt. 

(OcTowalfi^llii^ ' * ■ 



to %, 9. WL T.' 



A SAD retam, inj BratliMr, thine miMl he 
To thy Told lunnel looiedii 4ite ail?«r dMda, 
The golden bowl is brolraiil— nol i 

Lovers fond caress and OhOdhoocl's < 

After doll toil may greet and gladden thee. 
How shall we bid the.monmer not complain, 
JSTot murmur, not despond? — ^ah me, most vain 

Is sympathy, how soft soe'er the key, 

And argunient, how grave soe'er the tone ! 

In our still chambers, on our bended knees. 
Pray we for better help 1 There is but One 

Who shall from sorrow, as from sin, release : 
God send thee peace, my Brother I God alor 

Gaideth the fouutains of eternal peace. 

(OCTOBKR 19, 1886.) 




TO HELEN, 

OBjIBBE's P0£3£S^ — A BUrrDDAT PBESBNT- 



GiTK Crabbe, dear Heleti^ on yotir sbelfl 
A place hy Wor<la\vt>rth*s mlpbtier self; 
In token that your taste, self- wrought 
From mines of iudepeudent thougbt, 
And shaped by no exclusive rule 
Of whim or fashion, sect or scboolj 
Can hoiiuur Geniua, wbatsoe-er 
The garb it chance or choose to wear, 

Nor deem, dear Helen, nn allied 
The bards we station side by si Je ; 
Different their liarps^ — -to each his own ;) 
But both are true and pnre of tone^. 
Brethren, nie thinks^ in times like oari 
Of mliiUHed gifts, perverted powers,— 
Bretliren are they, whose kindred song 
ITor hides the Riglit, nor gilds the Wrong. 

OksBtTABT 12, imty 
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TO HELEN. 

What prayer, dear Helen, shall I pray. 

On this iny brightest holiday, 

To the great Giver of all good. 

By whom oar thoughts are understood — 

Lowly or lofty, wild or weak — 

Long ere the tardy tongue can speak? 

For you, roy treasure, let me pray— • 
That, as swift Time shall steal away 
Year after year, you ne'er may deem 
The radiance of this morning's beam 
Less happy — holy — ^than you know 
It dawned for us two years ago. 

And for our infants let me pray — 
Our little precious babes — that they, 
"Whate'er their lot in future years, 
Sorrow or gladness, smiles or tears, 
May own whatever is, is just. 
And learn their mother's hope and trust. 

And for my own heart let me pray 
.That God may mould me day by day, 




419 



More worthy of the Joy and love 
^ Which His benefioenoe divine 
f On this, mj best of di^i, made mine. 

pmt;i8tT.) -' • 



I 



SOlWlET " ' 

WBITTSH W YOB MM laUJT Ot ^IkMKHABT^B 



Lo the magidAaf whose eneliaatments lend 
To the dim>iMrti afre& and ftit^^ 
Who msJcei the absent preiMHkrotlr sight, 

And oaUs &e dead tolMbf ^^"tioiA il^l end, 

O'er him tb^^h^elU Ifoeetiiiia^c^ 
Unfading liMoUNw^ ' yet'-^ietirlalcs^ w'^^ht, 
With hoUerijtd^lfeaEiiiB^^l^fM^ 

Leal snbjeet, h<mest patriot, eordial friend. 

Thia record^ lEUiitin^Wfi^^ ; 

To which 7onr hiiaKand^liyver's dntemis lyre, 

Kot tnneleii yet^ sweetfideil^ 'lo Jronr ear, 
AM$ the wairm i^'^heib liHnter eves inspire, 

•' A mmtrj Ohrisliiii^^idia a i^ iTew Tear !" 

fj^mmmmm IK) 
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TO HELEN, 

WITH ▲ SMALL 0AKDLS8TI0K — A BIBTHDAT 



If, wandeiing in a wiziffd*8 oar 
Through yun blae ether, I were M» 

To fashion of a little star 
A taper for 'my Helen's table,-^ 

**What then!" she asks me with a langh; — 
Why, then, with all Heaven's lustre glowing, 

It wonld not gild her path with half 
The lig^t her love o'er mine is throwing I 



' TO HELEN, 

WITH BOITTSBT^B P<MniB» 

A RAPPT and a hdiy 4Mf 

Is tlds am» to BOid and si|^t ; 
With oheerM love and Joyfiol lay 
' INnU 1, dear HelsD, j»«t its Ujjj^ 
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But vain the porpoM— ^t6I7 iraiiil 
I cannot plaj the mlosCrd** p«rt| 

When recent eMF^tudfiyefeiit y>ia 
Untune the \jr% juautrim tike hmtL 

Yet prize these tomeiiofefiUMi tigrnw; 
And let them tefl yoo, in &r je«% 

When ffidnt the reiQori |iM4»i llf llnU 



As sunward ] 

Though cIoulIs migbt Jim the votarj^s view, 
So still, throujjfli doubt and grief aad care, 

My spirit, UeleOi turnfld to yoa, 

(July 7, 188a) 



THE HOME OF HIS CHILDHOOD. 

I. 
He knows that the paleness still grows on his 
cheek, 
He feels that the fever still hums on his hrow, 
And what in his thought, in his dream, does he 
seek 
Par, far o'er tbe oceaa^aN.ca^2L^V\HLTtfs^\ 
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\ the Home of his ChildlioodI the firiit and the 
h&stl 

I Ob, whj haye yoti hurried bini over the wave, 
at the hund of the stranger nm^ tend on his 

rest, 

That the foot of the stranger may tread on his 
grave? 

Here Uie sun may he brighter, tibe hearea more 
bine. 
But, oh 1 to his eyes they are joyless and dim : 
Here the flowers may be rioher of perfume and 
hue, — 
They are not so fair nor so fragrant to bun : 
*Ti8 the Home of hk QhOdhoodl Oh, bear him 
•gain 
To the plaji-h«mted kiniy to tiie lore^lighted 
jroooiy 
That iu8 mother may watoh by his pillow of 
pain, 
That his fiifher may whisper a prayer o'er his 
tomb I 
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TO HELBir, 

WITH ▲ DIAXT, 



If daily to these tablets Mr 

My Helen shall intnist a part 
Of every thea^iti dream, wish, and^prajet; - 

Born from her head or ikxym her ] 



Well may I say eaeh little page 
More preeioos reoorda sooa will graos^ 

Than ever yet dM hard or aage 
From store of tmth or fable trace. 

Affection— friendship here will glow, 
The daughter's and the mother's love, 

And charity to man below, 
And piety to God above. 

Such annals, artless though they be, 
Of all that is most pure and bright — 

Oh, blessed are the eyes that see ! 
More blessed are the hands that write I 

(February 1% 18S9.) 
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TO HELEN. 

a)£abest, I did not dream, four years ago, 
^ When through your veil I saw your bright 

tear shine, 
Caught your clear whisper, exquisitely low, 

And felt your soft hand tremble into mine. 
That in so brief— so very brief a space, 

He, who in love both clouds and cheers our 
life, 
Would lay on you, so full of light, joy, grace. 

The darker, sadder duties of the wife, — 
Doubts, fears, and frequent toil, and constant 
care 
For this poor frame, by sickness sore bestead ; 
The daily tendance on the fractious chair. 
The nightly vigil by the feverish bed. 

Yet not unwelcomed doth this mo;:n arise, 
Though with more gladsome beams it might 
have shone : 
Strength of these weak hands, light of these dim 
eyes. 
In sickness, as in health, — ^bless you. My Own I 

(SxTDBUST, JvAy 7, 1889.) 
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